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TO HER GRACE 
"1 ry 


' DUTCHESS OF PORTSMOUTH. 


——____ 


| Mavan, 


Woes Poſible for we to tot the world Enogo, how 
entirely yaur Grace's gaadneſs has devated @ poor man to 
pour ſervice s were there words enough in ſpeech ta ex- 
| preſs the mighty ſenſe { have of your great bounty towards 
me ;5 ſurely I ſhould write and talk of it for ever 5 but 
your Grace has given me ſa large a theme, and laid ſo 
| wery vaſt a foundation, that Imagination wants flock to 
buld upon it. - 1 am as one dumb, when I would ſpeak of 
it: and, when 1 firive ts write, 1 want a ſcale of 
thought ſufficient jo comprehend the height of it. Forgive 
me, then, Madam, if (as @ poar peaſant once made a 
preſent of an apple to an Emperor) I bring this fmall 
tribute, the humble growth of my little garden, and lay it 
at your feet. Believe ut is paid you with the utmoſt gra- 
titude : believe, that, ſo long as 1 have thought to re- 
aember how wery nuch 1 oeve your wery generous natures 
4 awill ever have a heart that ſball be grateful for it too. 
Your Grace, next Heaven, deſerves it amply from me : 
that gave me life, but on a hard condition, till your ex- 
tended favour taught me te prize the gift, and took the 
: beavy burthee it was clogged with from me, 1 mean _y 
Ai 
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fortune. W hen I had enemies, that with malicious 
Power bept back and ſhaded me from thoſe royal beams, 
whoſe warmth is all I have, or bope to live by ; your 
noble pity and compaſſion found me, where I was caſt 
backward from my Bleſſing, down in the rear of fortune, 
called me up, Placed me i in the ſhint, and I have ſelt its 
"comfort. You have in that reftored me to my native 
right « for a fleady faith, and loyalty to my Prince, <vas 


all- the inheritance my father left me ; and, however 


hardly my ill fortune deal with me, *tis what I prize ſo 
ewell, that I never pawn'd it yet, and hope I ſhall never 
part with it. Nature and Fortune were certainly in 


league, when you were born; and as the firſt took care 
to give you beauty enough to enſlave the hearts of all the 
world ; ſo the other reſolv'd to do its merit juſtice, that 


none but a monarch fit to rule the world ſhould &er poſſeſs 
it; and in it had an empire. The young prince you have 


: given him, by his blooming virtues, early declares the : 
mighty flock he came from : and as you have taken all 


the pious care of a dear mother, and a prudent guardian, 


to give him a noble and generous education ; may it ſucceed 


according to his merits and your wiſhes : may he grow up 
to be a bulwark to his illuſtrious father, and a patron to 
his loyal ſubjes ; with wiſdom and learning to aſſiſt him, 


whenever called to his councils ; to defend his right again/? 


the incroachment of republicans in his ſenates ; to cheriſh 
ſuch men as ſhall be able to vindicate the royal cauſe ; that 
good and fit ſervants to the crown may never be loft, for 
want of a protefor. May he have I and conduf? 
oft to fight his battles abroad, and terrify his rebels at 


| home : and, that all theſe may be yet more ſure, may he 
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never, er, during the ſpring time "of hi years, when thoſe 
growing virtues ought with care to be cheriſhed, in order 
to their ripening, may he never meet with victous natures, 
or the tongues of faithleſs, ſordid, infipid flatterers, to 
Blaſt 'em. To conclude, may he be as great as the hand 
of Fortune ( with his honour ) ſhall be able to make him 
| and may your Grace, who are ſo good a miſtreſs, and 

fo noble a patroneſs, never meet with a leſs gee 
ſervant, than, 


M, adam, - be” 


' Your Grace's kohg 
Entirely devoted Creature, 


THO. OTWAY. 


Lyerys js with any certainty known of the great 
Author of Vrnice PrEsErveD.—In the licen- 
' tious days of Charles IT. it is believed neither the 
virtues nor the vices of Orwav were ſufficiently 
prominent to GO him. 


His "ds Mr. Humyuxey OrTway, was the 
Rector of Wolbeding in Sufſex—Tnomas the poet 
' was born on the 3d of March, 1651. He was firſt 
fent to Wickeham School, and thence removed to. 
Chriſt-Church, Oxford, of which he became a 


Coomaner | in 1669. 


. On leaving the Univerſity, the hiftrionic frenzy + 
pofleſſed him-—-He found the bent of his mind 
led him to the Theatre, but he miſtook the part 
he was to perform there: inſtead of exciting 
| emotions himſelf upon'a ſtage, he was to furniſh 
others with a cue for paſſion, as long as the lan» 
guage: he ſpoke ſhould exiſt, He made as an 


| between them—He ſerved in Fland 


Attr but one attempts and i in that he is ſaid to 
have failed. FG 

The army and Qtway had as little congenial 
'g » but, ver- 
> fatile and facile, he ſoon became diſguſted, and at 
| | length reſolved to write for the Players —How well 
3 he ſucceeded, is imprefſed upon every heart. 


Imprudence, however, is ſaid to haye left him 
never above want, and ſometimes, it is reported, 
had plunged him into all its ſeverities. We hear 
continually an idle reproach upon the Ingratitude of 
an age which can ſuffer the indigence of Genius. 
But it ſhould be conſidered that, for the moſt part, 
ſuch dilemmas are voluntary infliftions, and that he 
has lender claims upon the ſympathy of men, 


. 1} whom calamity cannot make wiſe, and whom pride 
; prevents from ſoliciting relief. 


* Orway died in 1685; but, it is hoped, the 
7 wretched fate ſaid to have attended him is fiQtitious 
; — Nothing, however, can with any certainty be ad- 
* vyanced "Png his end. 


' Few of the Profeſſors of Literature offer ſo 
! firiking an example as Otway of the ſublime 
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pre-eminence, and indiſcreet abaſement of 
Genivs. IR 
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Ws His Produ&ions are as follow :— 


 Alcibiades, | Caius Marius, | ; 
Don Carlos, Orphan, | 
Titus and Bernice, Soldier's Fortune, 3 
Cheats of Scapin, Venice Preſerved, 
Friendſhip it Faſhion, Atheiſt. 
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VENICE PRESERVED; 


| OR, 
A PLOT DISCOVERED. 
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Is a play evidently the reſult of acute remark upon 
the induence of paſſion on life. 'The Author ſeems 


to have conſulted nature in his own mind, and unfor- 


tunately his own mind was corrupt. 


Hence his churgfters, except indeed Belvidera, &x- 
cite little ſympathy at their fate.The Traitor to his 


Country expires upon the wheel, and the Betrayer of 
his Friend is the /layer of himſelf. 


In the works of "SO dramatiſts, there is danger 
{eſt Vice ſhould wear the wreath of Virtue from the 


faſcination of ſpectous qualities—it 1s thus in the 
, School for Scandal; where the character of Charles is 


a ſeducing poiſon to our blood, —Otway's Raſcals are, 
however, ſufficiently deſpiſed—P1trkE is ſunken by 


cruel ambition—JaFFitr by meanneſs unmanly and 


contemptible, On the fide of the amor patriae he 1s 
paralytic—he can ſupport the idea of deſtroying his 
Country, but poverty, the importunities of a wite, or 
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the refleftions of treachery to a friend, agonize him - 
with compuntion and hurry him to deſpair. 
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BzLvipzRA, -unhappy, duteous, tender, and vir- 
' tuous, claims out full commilſeration, and claims it 
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PROLOGUE. 


In theſe diſtraed times, when each man dreads 
The bloody flratagems of buſy heads « 
IWhence we had fear'd three years ave know not wi 


*Till witneſſes began to die o th? rot ; 


What made our poet meddle with a plot ? 
Was't that he fancy*d for the very ſake 
And name of plot, his trifling play might take ? 


For there's not in't one inch-board evidence g 


But *tis, he ſays, to reaſon plain and ſenſe ; 


And that he thinks a plauſible defence. 


Were truth by ſenſe and reaſon to be try'd, 
Sure all our ſwearers might be laid aſide. 

No ; of ſuch tools our author has no need, 
To make his plot, or make his play ſucceed 3 


He of Black Bills has no prodigious tales, 


Or Spaniſh pilgrims caſt aſhore in Wales : 
Here's not one murder'd magiſtrate, at leaſt, 
Kept rank, like ven'ſon for a city feaſt, 


Groton four days fliff, the better to prepare 


And fit his plant limbs to ride in chair. 

Yet here's an army rais'd, tho? under ground, 

But no man ſeen, nor one commiſſion found : 

Here is a traytor too, that's very old, 

Turbulent, ſubtle, miſchievous, and bold. 
B2. 
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Bloody, revengeful, and—to crown his part, 

Loves fumbling avith a wench with all his heart : , 
Till, after having many changes paſt, 

In ſpite of age (thanks i heav'n )-is hang'd at laſt ;- 
Next is a ſenator that keeps a whore, 

In Venice none a higher office bore, 

To lewdneſs ev*ry night the leather ran ; 
 Shew me, all London, ſuch another man ; 
Match him at Mother Creſwells, if you can. 

O Poland! Poland! had it been thy lot 

T” have heard in time of his V enttian plot, 

T hou ſurely choſen hadſt one king from thence, 
And honour'd ems z as thou haſt E ngland ſin Ince. 


How wrong os . a hay -* A I 4 , Oy: "ry wand 20G 5 an. 6 " - 
"RON __ - 0 g , 
a : 4 ow y . I ow __ _ wk 


YOU HU Gt EA © > eos rin 2 LERRAISS 44 3 uw 9940 
7% 


4444 (hip nar OY els Ie a 4 er MS "clips aides 
" Fe bs ce g Fe n Pn F 
pas - - « 
Y 


0.4 ety fo 7 


| DRAMATIS PERSON. 


| ", 
Dvuxe of Venice - - Mr. Chaplin. x 
ParIvii - - = Mr. Aickin. b 
BEDAMAR = - - - Mr. R. Falmer. - = 
JarfiR . . - Mr. Kemble. : 
PiERRE = "ANTE "HY Mr. Benlſley, 
RenauvtT mY | | Mr. Packer. 
ELLIOTT | a, Mr. Fawcett. 
SPINOSA Conſpirators 4 . Mr. Benſon, 
'TazoDORE 'G Mr. Alfred. 
| | Woman. 
F Bri viDERA - 5 Mrs. Siddons, 
COVENT-GARDEN. 
Dvuxx of Vanicr a” - Mr. Thompſon. 
PxivLI - * - Mr. Hull, 
BrDAMAR 8 : Mr. Davies. 
* ning oO » S.: Mr. Holman. 
IERRE - . - Mr. Harley. 
RENAULT —= Mr. W. Powell, 
ELL10TT | ; ; Mr. Macready. 
SeiNosa Conſpirators Mr. Cubit. 
TatoDoORE Mr. Reeves. 
. Woman. 
BeLvipeRA = - - Mrs. Eten, 
—————— 

Two Women, attendants on Belvidera. 

The Council of ten. Ln if 

Officer, Guard, Friar, Executioner, and Rabble. T 
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VENICE PRESERVED. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


A Street in Venice. Enter Px1UL1 and Jarris. 


Priuli. 


No more! Ill hear no more ! Begone and leave me. 
af. Not hear me ! By my ſuffering but you ſhall ! 
My lord, my lord! Pm not that abje& wretch 
You think me. Patience ! where's the diſtance 
throws | | 
Me back ſo far, but I may boldly ſpeak 
In right, tho? proud oppreſſion will not hear me ? 
Pri, Have you not wrong'd me ? 
Zaf. Could my nature &er 
Have brook'd injuſtice, or the doing wrongs, 
I need not now thus low have bent myſelf 
To gaina hearing from a cruel father. {a} 
Wrong'd you! 
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Pri. Yes, wrong'd me ! In the niceſt point, 
The honour of my houſe, you've done me wrong, 
You may remember (for I now will ſpeak, 
And urge its baſeneſs) when you firſt came home 
From travel, with ſuch hopes as made you look'd 
_ OS, = 2} 
By all men's eyes, a youth of expeCtation ; 
Pleas'd with your growing virtue, I receiy'd you 
_ Courted, and fought-to raiſe you to your merits: 20 
My houſe, my table, nay, my fortune too, | 
My very ſelf was yours ; you might have us'd me 
To your beſt ſervice; like an open friend 
I treated, truſted yon, and thought you mine: 
When, in requital of my beſt endeavours, 
| You treacherouſly praQtis'd to undo me z 
Seduc'd the weakneſs of my age's darling, 
| My only child, and ſtole her from gt boſom. 
Oh Belvidera ! 
Taf. *Tis to me you owe her : 
Childleſs you had been elfe, and in the grave 
Your name extin&-; no more Priuli heard of. 
* You may remember, ſcarce five years are paſt, 
Since. in your brigantine you f{ail'd to ſee - 
'The Adriatick wedded by our Duke ;-- 
And I was with you: your unſkilful pilot 
 Daſh'd\us upon a rock ; when to your boat 
You made for ſafety. ; enter'd firſt your ſelf; 
'Th' affrighted Belvidera following next, 
As ſhe ſtood trembling on the veſſel's ſide, 
| Was, by a wave, waſh'd off into the deep ; 
When inſtantly I plung'd into the ſea, 
And buffeting the billows to her reſcue, 
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| Redeem's her life with half the loſs of mine. 


Like a-rich conqueſt, in one hand I bore her, 
And with the other daſh'd the ſaucy waves, 
That throng'd and preſs'd to rob me of my prize. 
I brought her, gave her to your deſpairing arms : 
Indeed you thank?d me ; but a nobler gratitude 
Roſe in her ſoul : for from that hour ſhe lov'd me, 
"Fill for her life ſhe paid me with herſelf. TRY 
Pri. You ſtole her from me; | like a thief you ſtole 
her, | 
Atdead of night ! that curlbs hour you choſe 
To rifle me of all my heart held dear. 
May all your joys in her prove falſe, like mine ; 
A ſterile fortune, and a barren bed, ; 
Attend you both ; continual diſcord make 
Your days and nights bitter and grievous-: ſtill 


| May the hard hand of a vexatious need 


Oppreſs and grind: you ; till at laſt you find 60. 
'Fhe curſe of diſobedience all. your portion. 
Zaf. Half of your curſe you have beſtow'd in 
vals 5; 
Heav?n has alnady Mk our faithful loves 
With a young boy, ſweet as his mother's beauty : 
May he live to prove more gentle than his grandfire, 
And happier than. his father. 
Pri. Rather live TD 
'To bait thee for his bread,. and din your cars 
With hungry cries ; whilſt his unhappy mother 
Sits down and weeps in bitterneſs of want. | 
Hae You:talk as if *twould ou you. 
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Pri, "would, by heav'n !- 
« Once ſhe was dear indeed ; the drops that fell 
_ « From my fad heart, when ſhe forgot her duty, 
« 'The fountain of my life was not ſo precious— 
|  & But ſhe is gone, and, if I am a man, 
_& T will forget her.” 1 
 Faf. Would I were in my grave ! 
Pri. And ſhe too with thee : 
| Por, living here, you” re but my curs'd remembran- 
cers. 80 
I once was happy. | | 


Faf. You uſe me thus, bergule you: know my ſoul 


< I; fond of Belvidera. You perceive - 

My life feeds on her, therefore thus you treat me. 
Oh! could my ſoul ever have known ſatiety 

Were I that thief, the doer of ſuch wrongs 

As you upbraid me with, what hinders me 

But I might ſend her back to you with contumely,, 

| And court my fortune where ſhe would be acontd ? 

Pri. You dare not do't. 

Zaf. Indeed, my Lord, I dare not. 

My heart, that awes me, is too much my maſter : 


Three years are paſt, ſince firſt our vows were plighted, 


. During which time, the world muſt bear me witneſs, 
I've treated Belvidera like your daughter, 

The daughter of a ſenator of Venice : 
Diſtindtion, place, attendance, and obſervance, 
Due to her birth, ſhe always has commanded. 

Okt of my little fortune I've done this ; 

Becauſe (tho? hopeleſs &er to wift your nature) 
The world might ſee I loy'd her for herſelf ; 

Not as the heireſs of the great Priuli. 
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Pri. No-more. 
| Faf. Yes, all, and then-adieu- for ever. 
| There's not a wretch, that lives on common charity, 
Bat*s happier than me : for I have known 
The luſcious ſweets of plenty ; every night 
Have ſlept with ſoft content about my head, 
And never wak'd, but to a joyful morning : 
Yet now muſt fall, like a full ear of corn, 
Whoſe bloſſom *ſcap'd, yer's wither'd in the 
_ ripening. 

Pri. Home, and be humble ; ſtudy to retrench ; 
Diſcharge the lazy vermin of thy hall, 

Thoſe pageants of thy folly : | 
Reduce the glitt'ring trappings of thy wife 
To humble weeds, fit for thy little ſtate : 
| Then, to ſome ſuburb cottage both retire z - | 
Drudge to feed loathſome life; get brats and ftarve— 
Home, home, I fay. [ Exit. 

af. Yes, if my heart would let me 
This proud, this ſwelling heart : home I would 20, 
But that my doors are hateful to my eyes, 
Fill'd and damm'd up with'gaping creditors. 
« Watchful as fowlers when their game wall pri " 
_ Pvenow not hfty ducats in the world, - 

Yet ſtill I am in love, and pleas'd with ruin, 

Oh! Belvidera! Oh! ſhe is my wife—— 
| And we will bear our wayward fate togethers | 
But ne'er know conifort more. | 


Eater Pirnns. 


- Nom My friend, good morrow. _ 
How fares the honeſt partner of my heart ? 
What, melancholy! not a word to ſpare me? 
 Faf. Pm thinking, Pierre, how that damn'd ſarv- 
_ Ing quality, 
Call'd honeſty, got footing in the world. 
Pier. Why, powerful villany firſt fet it up, 
For its own eaſe and ſafety. Honeſt men 
Are the ſoft eaſy cuſhions on which knaves 
Repoſe and fatten. Were all mankind villains, 


TPP ſtarve each other ; lawyers would want n= 


> Es <c 
Cut-throats rewards : each man monk kill his 
- + brother wn 
Himſelf; none would be ey or hang'd for RvR F 
Honeſty } *twas a cheat invented firſt 142 
To bind the hands of bold deſerving rogues, 
'That fools and cowards might fit {afe in power, 
* And lord. ituncontroul'd above their betters. 
 "Faf. Fhen boneſty is but a notion ? 
Pier. Nothing elſe ; 
Like wit, much talk'd of, not to ba defin'd : : | 
He that pretends to- moſt, too, has leaſt ſhare in't. 
*Tis a ragged virtue : Honeſty ! no more on't. 
af. Sure thou art honeſt ? 
| Peer. So, indeed, men think me _ 
But they are miſtaken, Jafher : I am a rogue 
As well as they ; - 
A fige, gay, bold-fac'd villain as thou ſeeſt me. 
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*Tis true, I pay my debts, when they're contrafted ; 
I ſteal from no man ; would not cut a throat 
To gain admiſſion to a great man's purſe, 
Or a whore's bed ; I'd not betray my friend 
To get his place or fortune ; I ſcorn to flatter 160 
A blown-up fool above me, or cruſh the wretch be- 
neath me ; 
Yet, Jaffier, for all this I am a villain, © 
 Faff. A villain! 


Pier. Yes, a moſt notorious villain ; 


| 'T'6 ſee the ſufferings of my fellow-creatures, 


And own myſelf a man : to ſee our ſenators | 
Cheat the deluded people with a ſhew _ 

Of liberty, which yet they ne'er muſt tafte of. 
They ſay, by them our hands are free from fetters ; ; 


£4 Yet whom they pleaſe they lay 1 in baſeſt bonds ; 5 


Bring whom they pleaſe to infamy and ſorrow ; 
Drive us, like wrecks, down the rough tide of power, 
Whilſt no hold's left to ſave us from deſtruction. 
All that bear this are villains, and I one, 
| Not to rouſe up at the great call of nature, 
And check the growth of theſe domeſtic ſpoilers, . 
That make us ſlaves, and tell us, *tis our chanter. * 
_ * Faf. © Oh, Aquilina! Friend to loſe ſuch beauty. 
« 'The deareſt purchaſe of thy noble labours ! 
 <« She was thy right by conqueſt, as by love. 180 
Pier. * Oh! Jafher! I had ſo fix'd my heart. 
upon. her, 
« "That, whereſoe'er I fram'd «Chai of life, 
« For time to came, ſhe was my only joy, 
 « With which 1 wiſh'd to ſweeten future cares : 
« I fancy'd pleaſures ; none but one that loves 
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« And doats as I did, can imagine like 'em: = 
*« When in th* extremity of all theſe hopes, 
& In the moſt charming hour of expeQation, 
* 'Then, when our eager wiſhes ſoar'd the higheſt, 
© Ready to ſtoop and graſp the lovely game, 
- © A haggard owl, a worthleſs kite of prey, 
« With his foul wings, ſaiPd in, and ſpoiPd my quarry. 

Faf. © 1 know the wretch, and ſcorn him as _ 

hat*ſt him. 

Pier. © Curſe on the common good that's ſo pro- 
| tected, 

« Where every flave, that heaps up wealth enough 
_« To do much wrong, becomes the lord of right ! 
« T, who beliey'd no il] could e*er come near me, 
« Found in th* embraces of my Aquilina 
« A wretched, old, but itching ſenator 
«© A wealthy fool, that had bought out my title; 200 
« A rogue that uſes beauty like a lamb-ſkin, | 
« Barely to keep him warm ; that filthy cuckoo too 
« Was, in my abſence, crept into my neft, | 
« And ſpoiling all my brood of noble pleaſure. 

| Faf. « Didfſt thou nor chaſe him thence | ? 
\ Pier. © I did, and drove 
« The rank old bearded Hirco ſtinking home. 
6 'The matter was complain'd of in the ſenate, 
&« I ſummon'd to appear, and cenſur'l baſely, 
« For violating ſomething they call'd privilege—— 
&« This was the recompence of all my ſervice. 
*« Would I'd been rather beaten by a coward ! 
« A ſoldier's miſtreſs, Jaffier, is his religion ; 
« When that's profan'd, all other ties are broken : 
&« That even diſſolves all former bonds of ſervice ; 


K \ 
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« And from that hour I think myſelf as free 
« To be the foe, as &er the friend of Venice— | 
6 Nay, dear revenge, whene'er thou call Pm 
ready.” 
Faf. I think no ſafety can be here "ol virtue, 
And grieve, my friend, as much as thou, to live 220 
In ſuch a wretched ſtate as this of Venice, 
Where all agree to ſpoil the public goon: LP 
 Andvillains fatten with the brave man's aboure. | 
Pier. We've neither ſafety, unity, nor peace, 
For the foundation's loſt of common good ; 
Juſtice is lame, as well as blind, amongſt us ; 
The laws (corrupted to their ends that make 'em). 
Serve but-for inſtruments of ſome new tyranny, 
| That ev'ry day ftarts up, t' enſlave us deeper. 
Now could this glorious cauſe but find out friends 
'To do it right, Oh, Jaffier ! then might'ſ thou 
- Not wear theſe ſeals of woe upon thy face ; 
The proud Priuli ſhould be taught humanity, | 
And learn to value ſuch a a ſon as thou art. 
I dare not ſpeak, but my heart bleeds this moment. 
'Zaf. Curs'd be the cauſe, tho? I thy friend be part 
on't : 
Let me partake the roubles of "ol boſom, 
| For I am us'd to misiry, and perhaps 
May find a way to ſ{weeten *t to thy ſpirit. 
Pier. Too ſoon *twill reach thy nennngs | 
af. Then from thee 241 
Let it proceed. "There's virtue in thy friendſhip, 
Would make the ſaddeſt tale of ſorrow pleaſing, 
Strengthen my. conſtancy, and welcome ruin. 
Pier. Then thou art ruin'd ! 
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Faf. That I long-lince knew; 

I andill fortune have been long acquainted>\_ _ 

Pier. I paſs'd this very moment by thy doors. 

And found them guarded by a troop of villains ; 

| The ſons of public rapine were deſtroying. 

*FThey told hae, by the ſentence of the law, 

They had commiſhon to ſeize all thy fortune :. 

' Nay, more, Priuli's cruel hand had ſign'd it. 

Here ſtood a rufhan with a horrid face, 

Lording it o'er a pile of maſly plate, 

Tumbled into a heap for public fale ; 

There was another making villanous jeſts 

At thy undoing :. he had ta'en poſleſhon 

Of all thy ancient, moſt domeſtic ornaments, 

Rich hangings intermix'd and wrought with gold ; 

The very bed, which on thy wedding-night 

Receiv'd thee to the arms of Belvidera, 

'The ſcene of all thy joys was violated 

By the coarſe hands of filthy dungeon villains. 

.. And thrown amongſt the common lumber. 
Faf. Now thank heaven— Ca 
Pier. Thank heaven !. for what? 

| Faf- That I'm not worth a ducat. © OO 
Pier. Curſe thy'dull ftars,' and the worſe fate of” 

Venice, 

Where brothers,. friends, and Galois; al are falſe ; , 

Where there's no truth, no truſt ; where innocence 

Stoops under vile oppreſſion, and vice lords it. - 

Hadft'thou but ſeen; as I did, how at laſt 

Thy beauteous Belvidera, like a wretch 

That's doom'd to: bagiſhment, e came weeping. forth, 


- 
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_ « Shining thro? tears, like April-ſuns in ſhowers, 
« That labour to o'ercome the cloud that loads em ; 
Whilſt two young virgins, on whoſe arms ſhe lean'd, 
Kindly look'd up, and at her grief grew fad, 
As if they eatch'd the ſorrows that fell from herz 280 
Ev'n the lewd rabble, that were gather'd round 
To ſee the ſight, ſtood mute when they beheld her ; 
Govern'd their roaring throats, and grumbled pity ; 
| I could have hugg'd the greaſy rogues +: they pleas' > 
me. 
af. 1 thank thee for this ory, from my ſoul ; 
Since now I know the worlt that can befal me. | 
Ah, Pierre ! F have a heart that could have borne 
The rougheſt wrong my fortune could have done me z 
But when I think what Belvidera feels, | 
'The bitterneſs her tender fpirit taſtes of, 
I own myſelf a coward : bear my weakneſs : 
_ If throwing thus:my arms about thy neck, 
I play the boy, and blubber in thy boſom. 
Oh ! I ſhall drown thee with my ſ{arrows. 
Pier, Burn, . 
Firſt, burn and level Venice to thy ruin. 
What ! ſtarve, like beggar's brats, in froſty weather, 
Under a hedge, and whine ourſelves to death ! 
Thou or thy cauſe, ſhall never want aſhftance, 
Whilſt T have blood ar fortune fit to ſerve thee :. 
Command my heart, thou'rt every way its maſter. 
| Faf. No, there's a ſecret pride in bravely dying. 
Pier. Rats die'in holes and corners, dogs run mad. 3 
Man knows a braver remedy for ſorrow: = 
Revenge, the.attribute of gods ; they ſtamp'd it, 
With their great image, on our natures. Die! 
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Conſider well the cauſe, that calls upon thee : | 

And, if thou'rt baſe enough, die then, mandy of 

Thy Belvidera ſuffers ; Belvidera ! 
Die—damn(firſt—What ! be decently interr'd 

In a churcheyard, and mingle thy brave duſt 

With ſtinking rogues, that rot in winding-ſheets, 

Surfeit-ſlain fools, the common | dung o* th' ſoil! 
af. Oh! 

' Pier. Well ſaid, out with't, ſwear a little—— 
Faf. Swear ! By ſea and air; ay earth, by Heav'n 
_ and hell, 
1 will revenge my Belvidera's tears. 

Hark thee, my friend—Priuli—is—a ſenator. 
Pier. A dog. TAE | 
Faf. Agreed.” 320. 
Pier. Shoot him. | HM 
Jaf. With all my heart. 

No more ; where ſhall we meet at ni ight ? ? 

Pier. I'll tell thee ; 

On the Rialto, every night at es) 

T take my evening's walk of meditation Dh 

"There we two will meet, and talk of precious 

Miſchief—— | 
 Jaf. Farewel. 
Pier. At twelve. | 
Faf. At any hour ; my plagues 

Will keep me waking, [Exit Pierre. 

Tell me why, good Heaven, 

Thou mad*ſt me what I am, with all the ſpirit, 

Aſpiring thoughts, and elegant deſires, 

That fill the happieſt man ? Ah, rather, why 

Didfſt thou not form me ſordid as my fate, 
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Baſe-minded, dull, and fit to carry burthens ? 
Why haye I ſenſe to know the curſe that's on me ? 

Is this juſt dealing, Nature ?—Belvidera ! 


Enter BELVIDERA. : 


Poor Belyidera ! 

. Bel. Lead me, lead me, my virgins, 
To that kind voice. My lord, my love, my refuge ! 
Happy my eyes, when they behold thy face | 
My heavy heart will leave its doleful beating 
- Ar fight of thee, and bound with ſprightly Joys. 

Oh ſmile ! as when our loves were In their ſprings 

And chear my fainting ſoul. 

Faf. As when our loves. : 

Were in their ſpring ! Has then our fortune chang'd ; ? 

Art thou not Belvidera, ſtill the ſame, 

Kind, good, and tender, as my arms firſt found thee? r 

If thou art alter'd, where ſhall I have harbour ? 

| Where eaſe my loaded heart? Oh! where complain ? | 
Bel. Does this appear like change, or love de- 

. caying, _ 

When thus I throw myſelf into thy boſom, 

| With all the reſolution of ftrong truth ! 

| Beats not my heart, as *twould alarm thine 

To a new charge of bliſs ?—I joy more in thee, 

Than did thy mother, when ſhe hugg'd thee firſt, 

And bleſs'd the Gods for all her travail paſt. _ 
af. Can there in woman be ſuch glorious faith ? 

Sure all ill ſtories of thy ſex are falſe ! 

| Oh woman ! lovely woman ! Nature made thee 

To temper man : we had been brutes without you - 
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Angels are painted fair to Took like you 2 

There's in you all that we believe of Heaven 3 .. 
Amazing brightneſs, purity and truth, 
| Eternal joy, and everlaſting love. 
| _ Bel. If lovebe treaſure, we*lt be wondrous rich ; 

I have ſo much, my heart will ſurely break with't : 
Vows can't expreſs it. When I would declare 
How great's my joy, I'm dumb with the big thought ;. 
T ſwell, and figh, and labour with my longing. - 
O ! lead me to ſome defart wide and wild, 

Barren as our misfortunes, where my ſoul 

May have its vent, where I _ tell aloud 
To the high Heavens, and ev'ry lift'ning planet, 
With what a boundleſs ſtock my boſom's fraught ; 
Where I may throw my eager arms about thee, 380 ; 
Give looſe to love, with kiſſes kindling joy, 
And let off all the fire that's in my heart. 

af. Oh, Belvidera ! doubly P'ma beggar : : 

Undone by fortune, and in debt to thee. 
Want, worldly want, that hungry meagre fiend, 

Is at my heels, and chaſes me in view. 
Canſt thou bear cold and hunger ? Can theſe limbs, 
Fram'd for the tender offices of love, 

Endure the bitter gripes of ſmarting poverty ? 
When baniſh'd by our miſeries abroad 

(As ſuddenly we ſhall be) to ſeek out | 

In ſome far climate, where our names are ſtrangers, 
For charitable Tſuccour z wilt thou then, LF 
When in bed of ftraw we ſhrink together, 
And the bleak winds ſhall whiſtle round our heads ; rats 
Wilt thou then talk thus to-me? Wilt thou then - 
Huſh my cares thus, and ſhelter me with love? 2 
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| Bel. Oh ! I will love thee, even in madneſs love 
thee ; 

Tho? my diſtracted ſenſes ſhould forſake me, 

I'd find ſome intervals, when my poor heart 4oo 

Should *ſwage itſelf, and be let looſe to thine. 

Tho? the bare earth be all our reſting-place, 

Its roots our food, ſome clift our habitation, 

Pl make this arm a pillow for thine head ; 

And, as thou ſighing lyſt, and ſwell'd with ſorrow, 

Creep to thy boſom, pour the balm of love = 

Into thy ſoul, and kiſs thee to thy reſt ; 

Then praiſe our God, and watch thee cillihe morning. 
of. Hear this, you Heay'ns ! and wonder how | 

you made her : bas : 

Reign, reign, ye monarchs that divide the world, 

Buſy rebellion ne'er will let you know 

Tranquility and happineſs like mine ! 

Like gaudy ſhips th? obſequious billesgs fall, 

And riſe again, to lift you in your pride ; 

They wait but for a ſtorm, and then devour you ; 

I, in my private bark already wreck'd, _ 

Like a poor merchant driven to unknown land, 

That had by chance pack'd up his choiceſt trhafure 

In one dear caſket, and fay'd only that ; | 

Since I muſt wander further on the ſhore, — 420 

Thus hug my little, but my precious ſtore, 

Reſoly'd to ſcorrand truſt my fate no more. [ ZExeunt.. 
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ACT Il. SCENE IJ. 


© Pater Pirkat and Aqviting. | 


« By all thy, ngs, thow'rt dearer to my arms | 
3 Than all i 


e wealth of Venice. TY yes tay, 
* And let us love to-night.” 
« Fjer. No: there's fool, 

& There's fool about thee. When a woman ſells 
« Her fleſh to fools, her beauty? s loſt tome; 
| © They leave a taint, a ſully—where they've oy ; 
«© There's ſuch a baneful quality about %em, 

« Fen ſpoils complexions with their nauſeouſneſs ; 
<« They infe all they touch : I cannot think | 
_« Of taſting any thing a fool has pall*d. 

 « Aqui. Iloathand ſcorn that fool thou mean'ſt, as 

"7+. 

« Or more than thou canſt 3 but the beaſt has gold, 
&« That makes him neceſſary ; power t00, 
« To qualify my charaQter, and poiſe me 

« Equal with peeviſh virtue, that beholds 

&© My liberty with envy. [In their hearts 
66 They”! re looſe as I am ; but an ugly power 
| - & Sits in their faces, and frights pleaſure from 
them. 
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« Pier, Much good may't do you, madam, with 


_ your ſenator. 20 
« Aqui, My ſenator ! Why, canft thou think that 
wretch - 


« Fer fill'd thy Aquilina's $ arms with pleaſure ? ? 
6 Think'ft thous becauſe I ſometimes on. him 
_- leave . - Tn 


 « To foil himſelf at what he-4 is unſit bbs "'E 
&« Becauſe I forc'd myſelf t' endure and ſuffer him, 
4 'Think'{ thou, I love him ? No, by all the joys 
; & Thou ever gav*ſt me, his preſence is my penance, 
« The worſt thing an old man can be ?s a lover, 
 « A mere memento mori to poot woman. 
<« I never lay by his decrepid fide, 
&« But all that night I ponder on my grave. 
& Pjer. Would he were well ſent thither, 

 « Aqui. That's my wiſh too t 
_ © For then, my Pierre, I might have cauſe, with 
pleaſure, 334 
& To play the hypocrite. Oh ! how I could weep 
« Over the dying dotard, and kiſs him too, 
© In hopes to {mother him quite 3 then, when the time 
« Was come to pay my ſorrows at his funeral, 
| & (For he has already made me heir to treaſures 

 * Would make me out-a&t a real widow's whining) 
_« How could I frame my face to fit my mourning ! 
« With wringitig hands attend him to his grave ; 
« Fall ſwooning on his hearſe ; take mad poſſeſſion 
« F'en of the diſmal vault, where he lay buried z 
&There, like th* Epheſian matron, dwell, till thou, 
&« My lovely ſoldier, com'ſt to my deliverance 
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* Then, throwing up my veil, with open arms 


vc. © And laughing eyes, run to new-dawning joy. 
* Pier. No more: I've friends to meet me here 
_ to-night, 
&« And muſt be private, As you prize my WOTTY 
« Keep up your coxcomb; let him not pry, nor liſten, 
<< Nor friſk about the houſe, as I have ſeen him, 
& Like a tame mumping ſquirrel with a bell on ; 
« Curs will be abroad to bite him, if you do.” © 
« At What friends to meet ! veer rl 4 be of 
your council? _ 
Nog foe How! a woman aſk queſtions out of bed! ! 
« Go to your ſenator ; aſk him what paſſes - 


M8 Amongſt his brethren ; ragtn hide nothing from 


you : 
«© But pump me not for _adidles. No more ! 
« Give order, that whoever in my name — 60 


© Comes here, receive admittance. So good night. 


* Aqui. Muſt we ne'er meet again ! embrace no 
more ? | 


7 6 Is love ſo ſoon and utterly forgotten | ?. 


© Pier. As you henceforward treat. your fool, T'll 
think ont. 
& Aqui. Curs'd be = fools—L die, if he bikes 

5:58 3 : 
& And how to heny: him, Heaven or bell inſtru me.” 
[ Exeun. 
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SCENE II. 


The Rialto. Enter JayFre. 
af. I'm "RI ; and thus, the ſhades of "gh 
_ around me, | 
T look as if all hell were in my heart, 106.2, 
And I in hell. Nay ſurely *tis ſo with me !—— - 
| For every ſtep I tread, methinks ſome fiend 
Knocks at my breaſt, and bids me not be quiet. 
I've heard how deſperate wretches, like myſelf, 
Have wander'd out at this dead time of night, 
To meet the foe of mankind in his walk. 
Sure I'm ſo curs'd that, tho? of Heav*n forſaken, 
No miniſter of darkneſs cares to tempt me. 
Hell, hell! why fleep'ſ thou ? 


Enter Pitrre. 


Pier. Sure I've ſtaid too long : 
The clock has ſtruck, and I may loſe my proſelvte. 
Speak, who goes there? 
Faf. A dog, that comes to howl. Ly 
At yonder moon. What's he, that aſks the queſtion ? 
Pier. A friend to dogs, for they are honeſt Crea-. 
| tures, © 
And neer betray their maſters : never fawn 
| On any that they love not. Well met, friend : 
Jafher ! b- 
C 


=_ . | 7 Na,” 
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 Faf. Theſame. © O Pierre, thou'rt come in ſeaſon, 
« IT was juſt going to Pray. 
Pier. * Ah; that's mechanic; 
&« Prieſts make a trade on't, and yet ſtarve by's, to0, 


5 No praying ; z It yo. Sai and time's pre» 
": - Gr >} 
Where's Belvidera ?—— 


 Faf- For a day or two 
I've lodg'd her privately, till I ſee farther 
What fortune will do'for me. Pr'ythee, friend, 
If thou would'ft have me fit to. hear good counſel, 
DSpeak not of Belviderg——- 
Pier, Not of her! 
 Faf- Ob, no! 
Fir. Not name her ? May be I wiſh her well 100 
Faf. Whom well? 
Pier. Thy wife 3 thy wks Belvidera. 
I hope Anat cos oe wite well, 
And no harm done. 
Faf. Y'are merry, Pierre. 
Pier, Tamſo: 
Thou ſhalt ſmile too, and Holadern ſmile x 
We'll all rejoice. Here's ſomething to buy pins z 
Marriage is chargeable. _[[Gmer him a purſe. 
Faf. I but half wiſt'd I 
To ſee the devil, and he's here eddy, Well! ; 
| What muſt this buy ? Rebellion, murder, treaſon ! 
Tell me, which way I muſt be damn'd for this, 
Pier. When laſt we : parted, we'd no qualms like 
theſe, 4 
But entertain'd each other's thoughts like men 
' Whoſe ſouls were well acquainted. Is the world 
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| Reform'd fince our laſt mecting? What new miracles 
Have happen'd ? Has Priuli's heart relented : F197 

Can he-be honeſt ? 
af. Kind: Heay'n, let heavy curſes 
Gall his old: age 3 cramps, aches _——_— bones, 
And bittereſt diſquiet ring his heart. 
_ * Oh! let him live, till life become his burden : 
« Let him groan under't long, linger an age 
&« In the worſt agomes and pangs of death, 
« And find its eaſe, but late.” _ 
" Pier. Nay, could'ſt thou not 
As well, my friend, have rerch'd the curſe to al 
The ſenate round, as to: one fingle villain? 
Faf- But curſes: ftick/ not : morgan 
| curfingy} [1's 2: 
By Heaven I know not thirty heads in Vieice 
Should not be blaſted. : Senators ſhould rot 
| Like dogs on dunghills : * But their wiyes | and 


daughters 
« Die of thely-owe Gileates.? fe Oh! for a curſe. 
To kill with! _—- 
Pier. Daggers, daggers are tauch better. / 
. Taf. Hal {rg 4,4 wh T 
Pier. Daggers. 1 + OCH OS: 
_ Zaf.. But where are they?” ol ? 14 40! 
Pier. Ob't a'thoufand) 7 3 } 140 
May be difſpos*d of, in kobe hands by OOY 
Zaf. Thoutalk*'ſ in clouds. 202 210IsH 
Pier} But yet @ heart, half MA © A at 


As thine has heed, waeld fad the meaning, Jafher, 
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af. A thouſand daggers, all in honeſt hands! 
And have not 1 a friend will ſtick one here! , 
Pier. Yes, if I thought thou wert not to be cheriſh" 
T” a nobler purpoſe, I would be thy friend; 

, But thou haſt better Tiondss 3 _ whom = 
by .. wrongs 
Have made thy friends; Fiiehila ls to be calva lo. 
PI truſt thee with a ſecret : There are ſpirits 
This hour at work.—But as thou art a man, 
Whom I have pick'd and choſen from the world, 
. Swear that thou wilt be true to what I utter ; 
' And when I've told thee that which only gods, 
And men like gods, are privy to, then ſwear 
No chance or change ſhall wreſt it fram thy boſom. 
Jaf- When thou would'ſ bind me, is there need 
| of oaths? _ 
 « Green-ſickieſs 4 loſe maidenheads with fuch 
"Ip. -;:; Pounters.”” 
Fer thou'rt ſo near my heart, that thou may'ft "W 
Its bottom, ſound its ſtrength and ſmacks to thee. . | 
1s coward, fool, or villain in my face? MAb 
Tf II ſeem none of theſe, I dare believe. 
 Thoy would'ft not uſe me in a little cauſe, 
| For I am fit for honour's tougheſt taſk, 
* Nor ever yet found fooling was my province; 
_ And for a villanous, inglorious enterprize, | . 
+ 1 know thy heart ſo well, I dare lay mine '" 
| Before thee, fet it to what point thou wilt. y 
_ Pier. Ws *tis a; cauſe thou wilt be "_o oh, Jt 
ron OE AE ES, 
£ For it is founded on the nobleſt baſis ; ; 
- Our liberties, our natural inheritance. . 
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Therc's no religion, no hypocriſy in't;. _ 
We'll do the buſineſs, and ne'er. faſt and pray for't ; 
Openly a& a deed the world ſhall gaze 1) 
With wonder at, and envy when ___ 
Faf. For liberty ! | 
Pier. For liberty, my friend. 
' Thou ſhalt be freed from baſe Priuli's tyranny 
And thy ſequeſter'd fortunes heal'd again : 189 
I ſhall be free from thoſe opprobrious wrongs, 
That preſs me now, and bend. my ſpirit dowa- 
ward ; 
All Venice "ini and every growin g merit 
Succeed to its juſt right : fools ſhall be pull'd 
From wiſdom's ſeat : thoſe baleful unclean birds, 
Thoſe lazy owls, who, perch'd near fortune's on EZ 
Sit only watchful with their heavy wings 3 Y 
To cuff down new-fledg'd virtues, that would riſe 
To nobler heights, and make the grove Res 
Faf. What can I do? 
Fier. Canſt thou not kill a ſenator ? 
Jaf- Were there one wife or honeft, I Pres kill 
him, 
| For herding with that neſt of fools and knaves.. 
By all my wrongs, thou talkſt as if revenge 
Were to be had; and the brave ſtory warms me. 
Pier. Swear then! 
 Faf. I do, byall thoſe glittering ſtars, 
And yon great ruling planet of the night ; 
| By all good pow'rs above, and ill below ; 
By love and friendſhip, dearer than my life, 200 
No por death ſhall make me falſe to thee. 
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Fier. Here we embrace, and I'll unlock-my heart, 
A council's held hard'by, where the deſtrudion 
Of this great empire's hatching : there Vl lead thee. 
| But be a man ! for thov'rt to mix with men 
Fit to diſturb the peace of all the world, 
And rule it when it's. wildeſt—— 26-1 
 Jaf. 1givetheethacks 
For this kind warning. Yo Fl "R amans | 
And charge thee, Pierre, whene'er thou "tcl my 
04: BL 
Betray me leſs, to rip this heart of mine 
Out of my breaſt, and ſhew it for a coward's. 
Come, let's be gone, for from this hour 1 chaſe 
All little thoughts, all tender human follies 
Out of my boſom : Vengeance ſhall have room 3 
Revenge ! | x 
Pier. And liberty ! ONS 
| Faf. Revenge | revenge———— CExeunt. 


SCENE IK: : 


Changes to Aquiling? s Heoſs the Greek C ourlezan. 


Enter Rexavur, 


Ren. Why. was my choice ambition ? the worl 
ground _ 
A wretch can build on ! It's, indeed at PT 220 
A. goodly proſpect tempting to the view ; 


AP? 
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The height delights us, and the mountain top 
Looks beautiful, becauſe it's niph to Heav'n, 


But we ne&er think how ſandy's the foundation, 


What ſtorm will batter, and what tenipeſt ſhake us. 
Who's there ? | 


Enter SP1NOSA. 


Shin. Renault, good-morrow, for by this "ey 
I think the ſcale of night has tura'd the balance, - 
And weighs up morning P Has the clock re 
twelve ? 
Ren. Yes z Clocks will go as they & are fot! bit nan, 
Irregular man's ne'*er conſtant, never tettain : 
P ve ſpent at leaſt three precious hours of datkneſs 
In waiting dull attendance; ?tis the curſe 
Of diligent virtue to be mix'd, like mine, 
With giddy tempers, ſouls but half teſolv'd. 
_ Spin. Hell ſeize that ſoul amongſt us it can frighten. 
Ren.' What's then the cauſe that I am here alone : ? 
Why a are We not. together ? ? 


Emer Euiot. 


O, Sir, welcome! 


You are an Engliſhman : when treaſon's hatching. 


One might have thought you'd not have been behind- 
hand. —...... 241 


| In what whore's lap have you hos lolling ? 


Give but an Engliſhman his whore and eaſe, 
Beef, and a ſea-coal fire, he's yours for ever. 


El. Frenchman, you are ſaucy. 
Ren. How ! 
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Enter BzDaman the Ambaſſder, /Tnzoport, Bran 
VEIL, Durand, BraBz, Reviitino, Mezzana, 
Tzzxnox, RETRO,  Confpirators. © | 


Bed. At difference + fie! 
Is this a time for quarrels ? Thieves and rogues 
Fall out and brawl: ſhould men of your high calling, 
Men ſeparated by the choice of Providence 
From the groſs heap of mankind, and ſet here 
 Inthis'afſemblyas in one great. Jewel, NAT 
TT” adorn the braveſt purpoſe it &er ſmiFd. on;. 
Should you, like boys, wrangle for trifles ? 
Ren. Boys! _ 
' Bed, Renault, thy Ke... 
Ren. 1 thought I'd given my heart _ 
Long ſince to every man that mingles here ; 
But grieve to find it truſted with ſuch tempers, 
That can't forgive my froward age its weakneſs. 
| Hen. Eliot, thou once had'ſt virtue. I have ſeen 
Thy ſtubborn temper bent with god-like goodneſs, 
Not half thus courted : *Tis thy nation's glory. 
To hug the foe that offers brave alliance. 
One more embrace, my friends—we'll all embrace. 
United thus, we are the mighty engine 
Muft twiſt this rooted empire from its bak. 
Totters not it already ? | 
| Ek. Would *twere tumbling. | 
Bed. Nay, it ſhall Soma 1 ; this aight- we ſeal its 


rule 
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Enter Pitxre. 


Oh, Pierre! ! thou art welcome. 
| Come to my breaft, for by its hopes thou look'ſt 
Lovelily dreadful, and the' fate of Venice | 


| Seems on thy ſword already. Oh, my Mars ! 


The poets that firſt feign'd a god of war, 
Sure propheſy*d of thee. _ 
Pier. Friend, was not Brutus, | 
(I mean that Brutus, who in open ſenate 


 Stabb'dthe firſt Czſar that yd the world) 


A gallant man? 280 


Ren. Yes, and Catiline too; 


Tho? ſtory wrong his fame : for he confpir'd_ 


To prop the reeling glory of his country 2 : 
His cauſe was good. 
Bed. And our's as much above it, 


| As, Renault, thou'rt __ to Corhagus, 


Or Pierre to Caſhus. 
Pier. Then to what we aim at. 
When do we ſtart ? or muſt we talk for ever? 
Bed. No, Pierre, the deed's near birth ; fate ſeems 
to have ſet 


The buſineſs ap, and given it to Our care 3 


1 hope there's not a heart or hand amongſt us, | 
But is firm and ready. 
All. All. 


We'll die with Bedamar. 


Bed. O men © 


Matchleſs ! as will your glory be hereafter ; $5 


C3 


4 
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The game is for a matchleſs prize, if won ; ; 

If loft, diſgraceful ruin. 

&« Ren. What can loſe it ? 

& 'The public ſtock's a beggar ; one Venetian = 
& Trufts'not another. Look into their ſtores 
« Of general ſafety ; empty magazines, 

« A tatter'd fleet, a murmuring unpaid army, 

« Bankrupt nobility, a harrafs*d commonalty, 

_ « A faQtious, giddy, and divided ſenate, 

«© Is all the ſtrength of Venice: let's deftroy it ; 

« Lets fill their magazines with arms to awe them ; 

« Man out their fleet, and make their trade maintain 

it 3 

« Let look: the murmaring army on their maſters, 

« To pay themſelves with plunder ; lop their nobles 
« 'To the baſe roots whence moſt of **m firſt 
ſprung ; 

« Enflave the rout, whom ſmarting will make humble | 
* 'Turn out their droning ſenate and poſſeſs 
« 'That ſeat of empite which our fouls were fram's 
for.” 
Pier. Ten thoufand men are ones at your nod, 
Commanded all by teaders fit to guide 

A battle for the freedom of the world: | 
This wretched ſtate has ftarv'd them in its fervice ; 
And, by your bounty quicken'd, they're reſolved | 
To ſerve your glory, and revenge their own: "© 
They've all their different quarters in this city, 
Watch for th* alarm, and grumble *tis ſo tardy. 

Bed. I doubt not, wen, but &; mnwearied _ 
0" £524.20 DIY 
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Has ſtill kept waking, and it ſhall have eaſe ; | 
After this night it is refolv'd we meet 
No more, till Venice owns us for her lords. 
Pier. How lovelily the Adriatic whore, 
| Drefſ$'d in her flames, will ſhine ? Deyouring flames ! 
Such as ſhall burn her to the watery bottom, 
And hiſs in her foundation. 
Bed. Now if any 

Amongſt us, that owns this glorious cauſe, 

Have friends or intereſt he'd wiſh to ſave, 

Let it be told + the general doom is ſeal'd ; 

But I'd forego the hopes of a world's empire, 

Rather than wound the bowels of my friend. 

Pier, I muſt confeſs, you there have touch'd my 

weakneſs, | 

I have a friend; hear it ! ſuch a friend, 

My heart was ne'er ſhut to him. Nay, I'll tell you : 

He knows the very buſineſs of this hour ; 

But he rejoices in the cauſe, and loves it : 

We've chang'd a vow to live and die together, 

And he's at hand to ratify it here, J 
Ren. How! all betray'd ! EOS 
Pier. No—T've nobly dealt with you ; 

Ive brought my all into the public ſtock : 

I've but one friend, and him I'll ſhare amongſt 

you : + 

Receive and cheriſh him z or if, when ſeen 

And ſearch'd, you find him worthleſs ; as my. 

S tongue 

| Has lodg'd this ſecret in \ his faithful breaſt, 

To caſe your fears, I wear a dagger here 


— 
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Shall rip. it out again, and give you reſt. | 


| Come forth, thon only good I e'er could boaſt of 


Enter Jarripn, with. a Dagger. 


Bed. His preſence bears the ſhew of m_— vit- 
202 OF 
Faf. I know you'll wonder all, that thus uncall'd, 


I dare approach this place of fatal councils ; 


But I'm amongft you, and by heav'n it glads me. 


To ſee ſo many virtues thus united 
To reſtore juſtice, and dethrone oppreſfion. 
Command this ſword, if you would have it quiet, 


Into this breaft ; but, if you think it worthy 


To cut the throats of reverend rogues in robes, 
Send me into the curs'd afſembled ſenate : 

It ſhrinks not, tho? 1 meet a father there. 
Would you behold this city flaming ? here's 


A hand ſhall bear a lighted torch at noon 


# 


To th' arſenal, and ſet its gates on fire. 


Ren. You talk this well, Sir. 
 Faf. Nay——by Heaven I'll do this. 
Come, come, I read diſtruſt in all your faces : 
You fear me a villain, and, indeed, it's odd 
To hear a ftranger talk thus, at firſt meeting, 
Of matters that have been ſo well debated ; 
But ! I comeripe with wrongs, as you with nails. 
I hate this ſenate, am a foe to Venice; 


'A friend to none, but men reſoly'd like me 


To puſh on miſchief. - Oh ! did you but know me, 
1 need not talk thus ! | 
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Bed. Pierre, I muſt embrace him. z80 
My heart beats to this man, as if it knew 6 bow 
| Ren. I never lov'd theſe huggers. 

Faf. Still 1 ſee x36 
"The cauſe delights ye not. Your friends ſarvey me 
As I were dangerous —But I come arm'd 
Againſt all doubts, and- to your truſt will give 
A pledge, worth more than all the world can pay for. 
My Belvidera. Hoa; my Belvidera ! 

Bed. What wonder's next? —_ 

Faf. Let me entreat you 
As I have henceforth hopes to call you friends, 
| That all but the ambaſſador, and this + 
Grave guide of councils, with my friend that owns me, 
Withdraw a while, to ſpare a woman's bluſhes. 

[ Exeunt all but Sus. Ren. Jay. P1ER, 


Enter BELVvIDERA. 


Red. Pierre, whither will this ceremony lead us "i 
Zaf. My Belvidera! Belvidera ! [5 
Bel. Who, 
| Who calls fo loud at this late peaceful hour ? 
| That voice was wont to come in gentle whiſpers, 
And fill my ears with'the ſoft breath of love. 400 
Thou hourly image of my thoughts, where art thou ? 
Jaf. Indeed ?tis late. 
Bel. Oh ! I have ſlept and dreamt, 
« And dreamt again. Where baft thou been, thou 
loiterer ? 


u Tho? my eyes clog'd, my arms have Kill been 
open'd : 
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« Stretch'd every way betwixt my "Iva we thei, 
« To ſearch if thou wert come to crown my reſt : 

© There's no repoſe without thee : Oh! the day 
| © 'Too ſoon will break, and wake us to our ſorrow. 
«© Come, come to bed, and bid thy cares good night. 

| Faf. © Oh Belvidera! we muſt change the ſcene, 

& In which the paſt delights of life were taſted : 

«© The poor ſleep little ; we muſt learn to watch 

« Our labours late, and early every morning z 

<« ?Midft winter frofts, thin clad, and fed with ſparing, 

« Riſe to our toils, and drudge away the day.” 
Bel. Alas! where am I? whither is't you lead me? | 

Methinks I read diſtraQtion in your face, | 

Something leſs gentle than the fate you tell me. 

You ſhake and tremble too! your blood runs cold ! 

Heav'ns guard my love, and bleſs his heart with pa- 


 tience. 42k 
' Jaf. That 1 have JR let our fate bear wit- 
neſs, Ah 


Who has ordain'd it ſo, that thou woot "''S | 
(Thou, the divineſt good man e'er xg 
And I, the wretched'|t of the race of man) 
This very hour, without one tear, muſt part. _ 

Bel. Part! muſt we part? Oh, am I then forfaken? 
« Will my lovecaft me off? Have my misfortunes 
« Offended him ſo highly, that he'll leave me ?”? 
Why drag you from me 3; Whither are you going 
My dear !. my life ! my love ! 

af. Oh, friends ! 

Bel. Speak to me. _ x 
Faf. Take her from my heart, 

She'll gain ſuch hold elle, I ſhall ne'er get look 
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I charge thee take her,.. but with tender'f{ care 


Relieve her troubles, and afſuage her ſorrows, 
Ren. Riſe, Madam, and command amongſt your 
4 ervanesy:;- - 
| Faf. To you, Sirs, dy your | honours 1 bequeath 
her, 


And with her this 3 3 when I prove nnworthyo—c—; | 


[ Grues a Dagger Se rs 


You know the reſt——— Then ftrike it to her heart ; 

And tell her,” he who three whole happy years 

Lay in her arms, and each kind night repeated 

The paſſionate vows of ſtill increaſing love, _ - 

Sent that reward for all her truth and ſufferings. 
Bel. Nay, take my life, fince he has fold it cheaply ; 

 « Or ſend me to ſome diſtant clime your ſlave ; 

«« But let it be far off, left my complainings 

« Should reach his guilty ears, and ſhake his peace. 

| Faf. © No, Belvidera, Þ ve contriv'd thy honour. 

« 'Truft to my faith, and be but fortune kind = 

« To me, as Pll preferve that faith unbroken ; 

«© When next we meet, FII lift thee to a herght 

©« Shall gather all the gazing world about thee, 

* To wonder what ſtrange virtue plac'd _ there. | 

© But if we ne'er meet more.” A 
Bel. O! thou unkind one; 

Ne*er meet more! have I deſerv'd this from you ; 

Look on me, tell me, ſpeak, thou fair deceiver. 

- Why am ſeparated from thy love ? 460 

If 1 am falſe, accuſe me, but if true, 

Don't, pr'ythee don't, in poverty forſake me, 

But pity the ſad heart that's torn with parting. 
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Yet hear-me, yet recall me— (: 

% VOIR Run. Br. and\BzL. 

| Jaf. Oh! <myeyes, 
 ©& Look not that way, but turn wiſhes —_—_ 
&« Into my heart, and be wean'd altogether.” _ 

My friend, where.art thou ? | 

Pier. Here, my honour's brother. 
 Faf. Is Belvidera gone? | 
Pier. Renault has led her 

Back to her own apartment ; but by Heav'n, 

Thou muſt not ſee her more, till our work's over. 
Taf. No!_ | | 
| Pier. Not for your Es 
Faf. Oh, Pierre, wert thou but ſhe, 

How I would pull thee down into my heart, 

Gaze on thee, till my eye-ſtrings crack*d with love ; 

« 'Till-all my finews, with its fire extended, 

« Fix'd me upon the rack of ardent longing :*”* 480 

Then, ſwelling, fighing, raging to be bleft, 

Come, like a panting turtle to thy breaft ; 

— On thy ſoft boſom hovering, bill and play, 

Confeſs the cauſe why laſt I fled away ; 
Own 'twas a fault, but ſwear to give it o'er, 
And never follow falſe ambition more. [ Exeunt. 
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ACT III. SCENE T. 


« Enter Aquiting.and her Maid. 
« Aquilina. | 


« TxLL him I am gone to bed; tell him I am not at 
_ * home; tell him Pve better company with me, or 
« any thing; tell him, in ſhort, I will not. ſee him, 
« the eternal troubleſome vexatious fool : He's worſe 
« company than an ignorant phyſician——T Il not be | 
_* diſturb'd at theſe unſeaſonable hours. 
 & Maid. But, madam! He's here _—_ juſt ene. 
«© ter'd the doors, 

« Aqui. Turn him out again,” you unneceſſary, 
« aſlefs, giddy brain'd aſs : If he will not be gone, 
& ſet the houſe a fire, and burn us both : I'd rather 
* meet a toad in my diſh, than that old hideous ani» 
© mal in my age to-night, I3 


Enter Aegis: 


Ms. « Ant. Nacky, Nacky, N acky— -How doſt do, | 
« Nacky? Hurry, durry. I am come, little Nacky ; 

« paſt eleven o'clock, a late hour ; time in all con- 
_ © ſcience to go to bed, Nacky——Nacky, did I ſay ? 
& Ay, Nacky, Aquilina, lina, lina, quilina, quilina, 
_ & quilina, Aquilina, Naquilina, Naquilina, Acky, 
« Acky, Acky, Nacky, Nacky, queen Nacky—— 
6 Come, let's to bed——you Fubbs, you Pug you 
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you little puſs— 
me CO OO ER 

&* Aqui. You are a fool, I am ſure. 

« Ant. May be fo too, ſweet-heart : never. the 
« worſe ſenator for all that. Come, Nacky, Nacky, 
| « let's have a game at romps, Nacky. 

. * Aqui. You would do well, Signor, to be trouble- 


« ſome here no longer, but leave me to myſelf; by -. 
«* ſober, and go home, Sir. 


« Ant, Home, Madonai _ | 

« Aqui. Ay, home, Sir. Who am +78 32 

« Ant. Madona, as I take it, you AC. you are 
« —thow art my little, Nacky, Nacky —— that's all. 

« Aqui. I find, youare reſolv'd to be troubleſome 
« and fo, to make ſhort of the matter in few words, I 
« hate you, deteſt you, loath you, I am weary of youz 
« fick of you—hang you, you are an old, filly, imper- 
« tinent, impotent, folicitous coxcomb z crazy in yout 
<< head, and lazy in your body z love to be meddlinp 
« with every thing, and, if ow had not money, you 
« are good for nothing. 
__ * Ant. Good for nothing ! Hurry, durry, Pl try 

« that preſently. Sixty-one years old, and good for 

<« nothing: that's brave: [To the Maid] Come, come, 
*« come Mrs, Fiddle-faddle, turn you out for a ſeaſon: 
«« Go, turn out, I ſay, it is our will and pleaſure to be 
*« private ſome moments —— out, out, when you are 
* bid to——-{ Puts her out and locks the a Good 
* for nothing, you ſay? - 

* Aqui, Why, what are you aoed We 

« Ant, In'the firſt place, Madam, 1 am old, and 
conſequently very wiſe, very wiſe, Madona, d'ye 


Purre, Tuzzy——1 am a 
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« mark that? In the ſecond place, take notice, if you 

«c pleaſe, that I am a ſenator 3” and, when 1 think fit, 

« can make ſpeeches, Madona. Hurry durry, I can 

*« make a ſpeech in the ſenate-houſe, now and then— 

«« would make your hair ſtand an end, Madona. 
* Aqui. What care I for your ſpeeches in the 

*« ſenate-houſ* ? if) you —_ be Tn _ I ſhould 
« thank-you. 

 * Ant, Why1I can mak PRIPFY to thee too, wy 

« lovely Madona ; for rpnge, rob _ 


« My wad Fair one, bat it is my fate, 
« That you ſhould with your ſervant angry 


- ___ 'provey 
« Though late at night; I hope * tis not too late | 
« With this to gain reception for my Love. 


(7, 7D out a purſe of Gold, and at every pauſe Shakes it, ] 


«6 — There s for thee, my lade Nicky Ripe ids -- ; 


i here take it——1 ſay take it, or Il throw i It at your 
*« head-—how now rebel ? * "q 

« Aqui. Truly, my illuſtrious ſenator, -I muſt con- 
« feſs, your honour is at Mn moſt Oy 
*« eloquent indeed, | 
 * Ant. Very well : Come, now let's fit down, and 
*« think upon't a little—come, fit, I fay— fit down 
«« by me a little, my Nicky Nacky. A—[ /ts down. ] 
« Hurry durry—good for nothing=—— 

* Aqui. No, Sir, if you Pony I can know my dif 
& tance, and ſtand. 

« Ant. Stand } How, Nacky up, id I down! , 
A ' Nay, then, let me exclaim with the poet, 


AN 


«© down] Now your honour has been a bull, pray 
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.  * Shew meacaſe more pitiful who can, __ 
 * A ſtanding woman and a falling man. 83 

$ «« Hurry, durry—not fit down—lee this, ye gods | E 

« You won't ſit down ? | 

- * Aqui. No, " "Oe 

4 Ant, Then look you now 3 ſuppoſe me a bull, d 

« Baſan-bull, the bull of bulls, or any bull. Thus 

*« up 1 get, and with my brows, thus bent=——I broo, 

* I ſay, I broo, I broo, I broo. You won't fit down, 

*« will you—I broo———— | 

| « | Bellows like a bull, NE" drives her about. 

« + Aqui, Well, Sir, I muſt endure this. ['She fits 


« what beaſt will your worſhip pleaſe to be next ? 
* Ant. Now, 1'll be a ſenator again, and thy lover, 
« little Nicky Nacky. [He fits by her.] Ab! toad, 
* toad, toad, toad! Spit in my face a little, Nacky, ſpit 
 * in my face, pr'ythee, ſpit in my face never ſo little : 
« Spit but a little bit—ſpit, ſpit, ſpit—ſpit—when you 
_ « are bid, 1 ſay—do, pr'ythee ſpit, — now, now, 
* now, ſpit ; what you won't _" will you? then I'll 
_ *« be a dog. 102. 
* Aqui. A dog, my "OT LEG 
_ .* Ant, Ay a dog—and T1'll give thee, this t'other 
« purſe, to let me be a dog—and uſe me like a dog a 
oe vale: CERES will—here tg—_ 
[Gives the purſe. 
67 « Aqui. Well, with all my heart. But let me be- 
« ſeech your dogſhip to play your tricks over as faſt 
5 as you can, that you may come to ſtinking the ſoon- 
*« er, and be turn'd out of doors, as you deſerve. 


— 
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—_ & Ant. Ay, ay—no matter for that—that ſhan't 

« move me—|[ He gets under the table.) Now, bough, 
<« waugh, waugh, waugh, bough, waugh —[ Barks 
« hike adog, © 
5M Aqui. Hold, hold, hold, .Sir, 1 beſeech you : : 
« What is't you do? If curs bite, they muſt be kick'd, 
«« Sir : Do you ſee, kick'd thus. WP. 

© Ant. Ay, with all my heart : Do, kick, kick on; | 
« now I am under the table, kick again=— kick 
© harder—— harder yet, bough, waugh, waugh, 
« waugh, bough—odd, I'll have a ſnap at thy ſhins 
«© ———bough, waugh, waugh, waugh, bough—— odd, 
_« ſhe kicks bravely =——— PRE is © f 
« Aqui. Nay, then I'll go another way to work with 
« you: And I think here's an inſtrument fit for the 
« purpoſe ? [ Fetches a whip and a bell.) What, bite 
« your miſtreſs, firrah ? out of door, you dog, to ken- 
| © nel, and be __— your miſtreſs by. the legs, 
_ * you rogue | [She whips him. 
_-," Nay, pr'ythee Nacky, now thou art too 

« Joving : Hurry durry, odd, I'll be a dog no longer. 
| « Aqui. Nay none of your fawning and prinning : 
«« 'But be gone, or here's the diſcipline. What, bite 
«« your miſtreſs by the leg, you mungrel? Out of 
« doors——hout, hout, to kennel, ſirrah, go. 

« Ant. This is very barbarous uſage, Nacky, very 
«« barbarous : look you, I will not go————1I will 
«« not ſtir from the door, that I reſolve —— hurry 
« durry, what, ſhut me out? [She whips him out. 

* Aqui. Ay, and if you come here any more to- 
« night, I'll have my footmen lug you, you cur? 
« What, bite your poor miſtreſs, Nacky, firrah ? 141 


C 
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oF o Hilo nl Madam, what's the tative 2. 
R by [He howls at the door hike a dog. 
* Ami lh OT TL IIA 


 * Maid, They're here ally Madam ; the houſe 
"a alt alarm*d with a ſtrange noife, that no body 
jz * knows what to make of. 
« AFqui, Go, all of you, and turn that troubleſome 
« beaſt in the next room out 'of my houſe———IF I 
«ever ſee him within theſe walls apain, without my 
« leave for his admittance, you ſneaking rogues —— 
* Pt have you poifon'd, all poiſon'd like rats ; every 
&© corner of the houſe ſhall ſtink of one of you ; go, 
* and learn hereafter to know my pleaſure. So; - 
a7 now for my Pierre. 
- «© 'Thus, © the god-like lover is diſpteas'd, 
Ls "ME facrifice our fool, and hes appeas'd. 


[Exeunt. 


— 
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A Chamber. Enter BeLviDeRA. 


© Bel. I'm facrific'd! I'm fold! betray'd to hap {1 
Inevitable ruin has enclos'd me! _ _ _ 
Y No-ſooner was I to,my bed repair'd_ '& 
« 'To weigh and (weeping) ponder my combirinny; 3, 


IX 


AcT Ill. VENICE PRESERVED. 55 
«« But the old hoary wretch, to whoſe falſe care 161 
_«« My peace and honour was entruſted, came, 
« (Like Tarquin) ghaſtly, with infernal luſt. 
«© Oh, thou Roman. Lucrece ! 
* 'Thou couldK find friends, to vindicate thy wrong | 1 
_ © I never had but one, and he's prov'd falſe : 
He that ſhould: guard my virtue, has betray'd it ; 
Left me ! Undone me ! Oh, that I could hate him'! 

| Where —_—_ | oa ck whither, whither, wander 4 


- Taww furtren, 


7}. Can Belvidera want a reſting-place, 
When theſe Poor arms are ready to receive her? 
:© Oh! *tis in vain to ftruggle with defires, 
«« Strong 1s my love to thee ; for, every moment 
« Pr from thy ſight, the heart within my boſom, 
"2 Mourns like a tender infant in its cradle, . 
« Whoſe, naorſe had left it, Come, and with the ſongs 
«« Of gentle love, perſuade it to its peace. 
« Bel. I fear the ſtubborn wanderer will not own 
mez 
_ « "ig grown a rebel, to be rul'd no longer; 
« Scorns the indulgent boſom that firſt lull'd it, 180 
« And, like a diſobedient child, diſdains 
« 'The ſoft authority of Belvidera. 
 Faf. There was a time wy 
Bel. Yes, yes, there was a time, 
When Belvidera's tears, her cries, and: ſorrows, 
Were not defpis'd ; when, if ſhe chanc'd to ſigh, 
Or look'd but ſad——there was indeed a time, 
When Jaffier wou'd have ten her in his arms, 
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Eas'd her declining head upon his breaft, 
And never left her, till he found the cauſe. 
But let her now weep ſeas; 
Cry, till ſhe rend the earth ; ſigh, till ſhe burſt 
Her heart aſunder ; ftill he bears it all 
Deaf as the winds, and as the rocks hater, 

« Jaf. Have I been deaf? Am I that rock unmoy'd? 
« Apainſt whoſe root, tears beat, and ſighs are ſent 
« In we} have I beheld thy ſorrows calmly? 
«* Witneſs againſt me, Heavens, have I done this ? 
« Then bear me in a whirlwind back again, 
«& And let that angry dear one ne'er forgive me. 200 
« Oh ! thou-too raſhly cenſureſt of my love; 
« Could'ſ thou but think, how T have ſpent this night 
« Dark, and alone, no pillow to my head, 
<« Reſt in my eyes, nor quiet in my heart, . 
© Thou would'ft not, Belvidera, fure thou would'f 
_ not 
> Talk to me thus ; but like a vieptng-appel if 
«« Spreading thy wings, come ſettle on my breaſt 
&« And hatch warm comforts there, | e're forrows 

freeze it. 
* Bel. Why then, poor mourner, in what baleful 
corner s 

&« Haſt thou been talking, with that witch, the night ? 
« On what cold ſtone haſt thou beeb ſtretch'd along, 
" Gathering the grumbling winds about thy head, 
« 'To mix with theirs, the accents of thy woes ? 
« Oh! now 1 find the cauſe my love forfakes me ; 
_ « Tam no longer fit to bear a ſhare. 
« In his concernments—My weak female virtue 
+ Muft not be truſted: *tis too frail and tender.” 


— 
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Jaf. Oh, Portia, Portia ! What a ſoul was thine ? 
Bel. That Portia was a woman ; and when Bru- 
tus, 5 
Big with the fate of Rome, (Hear n guard thy ſafety !) 
ConceaPd from her the labours of his mind j 
She let him ſee her blood was great as his, 
 Flow'd from a {ſpring as noble, and a heart. 
"Fit to partake his troubles as his love. _ 
Fetch, fetch that dagger back, the dreadful "RY 
Thou gavit laſt night in parting with me ; ftrike it 
Here to my heart ; and as the blood fowe from it, 
Judge if it run not pure, as Cato's daughter's. 
© Taf. Thou art too good, and I indeed un- 
worthy, | 
« Unworthy ſo much virtue. Teach me how 2 30 
4 I may deſerve ſuch matchleſs love as thine, 
« And ſee with what attention I'll obey thee. 
« Bd. Do not deſpiſe me : that's the all I aſk. 
« Faf. Deſpiſe thee! Hear me 
« Bel. Oh! 'Thy charming tongue, 
5 Is but too well acquainted with my weakneſs ; 
« Knows, let it name but love, my melting heart 
«« Difſolves within my breaſt ; till with clos'd eyes | 
« I reel into thy arms, and all's forgotten. 
« Faf. What ſhall I do ? 
« Bel. Tell me; be juſt, and tell me, 
«« Why dwells that buſy cloud upon thy face ? 
« Why am 1 made a ſtranger ? Why that figh, 


«* And I not know the. cauſe 2 Why, when the | 


world 
«« Is wrapp'd in reſt, why chuſes then my love 
- : D w- 


Ds 
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& T6 wander upand down in kotrid-durkneſs, 
« Loathing his bed, and theſe defiring arms ? 
66 Pate are thats eyes bload-ſhot with tedious watch- 
tag? F. | | | 
« « Why Kivia he wow, and looks avif hewiftl == 
« His fate were finiſh*d? Tell me, eale-my fear; 250 
<« Left, wheh we next time meet, I want the power 
« To ſearch into the fickneſs-of 'thy mind, 
« Buttalk #5 willy then'as thou lookTt now. 
Faf. Oh, Belvidera! 
Bd. Why was 1 aſt night adliverd to a x villain? 
 Tof. Ha! a villain? 
_ "BA Yew, to'ra villain! Why a ſuch -an hour 
Meets that aſſembly, all made up of wretches, 
<« That Tooks as hell had-drawn them into teapne ? . 
Why, I in this hand, and'in that a'dagger, 
Was I deliver'd with ſach dreadful ceremonies ? 
To you, 'Sirs, antl #0 your honours T bequeith her, 
And with her this : Whene'er T prove untvorthy-— 
You now the reſt—then ſtrike it to her heart. 
Oh! why's that reſt conceaPd from me? Muſt T 
Be made the hoſtage of a helliſh'traſt? 
For ſuch I know I am ; that's all my value. 
But, by the'love' andloyalry I owe thee, 
I'll free thee from the bondage of theſe flaves ; 
Straight to the ſenate, tell *etn all I know, 270 
All that think, all thatimy fears inform tme. 
Faf. Ts this the Roman virtue ; 'this the blood 
That boaſts its purity with Cato's daughter ? 
Would ſhe haye &er betray'd her Brutus ? 


_s 


(> 


Ko 
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Bel. No: | 
For Brutus'trufſted ber. Wert hos forkiol, © 
What wouldinot :Belvidera ſuffer+for thee ? 

Jaf. I'iſhallundo:myſelf, and tell-thee all. 

«© Bel. Look not upon'me-as Tam, a'woman': 


* But as a-bone, thy wife, :thy-friends who-long 


« Has had admiſfionto thy heart, and-there 

« Stully'dithe virtues-of thy: gallant-nature. 

< Thy conſtancy, thy-courage, and thy truth, 

« Have'been my daily leffon : T have learn'd 'em, 

& And, bold as thou, can ſuffer or deſpiſe - 

© The worſt of fates for thee, and with thee ſhare 

em,” | 

Faf. Oh, you divineſt Powers-look down and hear 

« My prayers ! imftru& me'to reward this virtue !* 

Yet think:a little, -ere thou tempt :me-further ; | 


Think Pea tale 'to'tell-will ſhake thy nature, 290 
_ Melt all this boaſted conftancy thou'talk?ſt of, 


Into vile tears and deſpicable-forrows': 
Then if thou ſhould'R'betray-me }J—— 
Bel. Shall I{wear ? 
af. No, do not/{wears 1 would not violate 


Thy tenderinature, with:ſo rude a bond : 


But as thow hop'ſt to ſee-me live my days, 
And love thee long, lock this within thy' breaſt : 
I've bound myſelf, 'by all: 0 ati, 


_ Divine. and human—— ZOO 


Bel. Speale! 
Faf. To kill thy father— | 
Bel. 'My father ! | 

| D 2 


_— 
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Zaf. Nay, the throats of the whole ſenate 
Shall bleed, my Belvidera. He, amongſt us, 
That ſpares his father, brother, or his friend, 
Is damn'd. 4 How rich and beauteous will the face 
« Of ruin look, when theſe wide ſtreets run blood E- 
« 1, and the glorious Prins of my fortune, 
« Shouting, and ftriding o'er the proftrate dead, 
| 4 Still to new Waſte ; whilſt thou, far off in ſafety, 
 ©& Smiling, ſhalt ſee the wonders of our daring; = 
6 * And when night comes, with ol oa and love receive 
SY 
Bel. Oh! 
Zaf. Have a care, and rink x not even in n thought: 
For if thon doſt————— 
Bel. T know it ; thou wilt kill me. 
Do, ftrike thy ſword into this boſom : lay me 
| Dead on the earth, and then thou wilt be ſafe. 
Murder my father ! tho” his cruel nature > $8 
Has perſecuted me to my undoing ; 
Driven me to baſeſt wants ; can I behold him, 
With ſmiles of vengeance, butcher'd i in his age ? 


BY pls ſacred fountain of my life deftroy'd ? 


'| thou ſhed the blood, that gave me bein g? ? 

_ be\a traitor too, and fell thy country ? 
Can thy great heart deſcend fo vilely low, 
Mix with hir'd ſlaves, bravoes, and common ſtabbers, 
& Noſe-ſlitters, alley-lurking villains !” join' 
With ſuch a crew, and take a ruffian's wages, 
To cut the throats of wretches as they ſleep ? 

 Thoa wrong'ſ me, Belvidera! I've engag'd 
With men of ſouls ; fit to reform the ills 

Of all mankind : there's not a heart amongſt them 


AcTIIL VENICE PRESERVED. 61 
| But's ſtout as death, yet honeſt as the nature + ' 
Of man firſt made, e'er fraud and vice were faſhion. 
| Bel. What's he, to whoſe curſt hands laft night 
thou gav'ſt me ? 
Was that well done? Oh! I could tell a "ng 
Would rouſe thy lion heart out of its den, 
And make it rage with terrifying fury. 425 a Y4E 
Taf. Speak on, I charge thee. 940) 
Bel. O my love! If &er _ 
Thy Belvidera's peace deſerv'd thy ©: care, | 
Remove me from this place. Laſt night, laſt night ! 
Faf. Diftra& me not, but give me all the _ 
Bel. No ſooner wert thou gone, and I alone, 
Left in the pow'r of that old ſon of miſchief ; 
No ſooner was I lain on my ſad bed, 
But that vile wretch ON me, * looſe, unbut- 
ton'd, E 
 & Ready for violation :? Then my heart 
Throbb'd with its fears : Oh, how I wept and foh'd, 
And ſhrunk and trembled ! wiſh'd in yain for him 
That ſhould prote& me ! Thou, alas! wert gone. 
Jef: Patience, ſweet Heayv'n, *till I make ven- 
 geance ſure. : 
Bel. He drew the hideous dagger forth, thou gay __ 
him, 
And with upbraiding ſmiles, he aid, A t ; 
This is the pledge of a falſe huſband's lov 
And in my arms, then proſe's, and nh have cla's E 
mes _ | 
But with my cries, I ſcar'd his coward heart 
Till he withdrew, and mutter'd vows to hell, $60 
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Theſe are thy friends.!' with theſe thy life, thy honour, 
'Thy' love, NY and all' will po-to rain. 

Jaf.- No: more: I charge thee keep: this ſecret 
cloſe. 4 
| Clnrapthy forrows'; look: as fo arianign 

Were all forgot,- and treat him like a friend, 

As-no complaint were made. No-more ; retire, 

Retire, my life, and doubt.not of my honour ; 
 V'll heal its failings, and deſerve thy love. 

Bel. Oh! Should T part with-thee, I fear thou wile 

In anger leave. ms, and return- no: more. | 

Jaf. Return no- more ! Ws: not live without 
MR: 
Another niplit, co-purchaſe the creation. 
Bel. When ſhall we meet again ? 
Taf. Anon, at twelve 
Pl teal myſelf to thy expeQting arms : 
Come like @ travelPd dore, any bring thee proce. 
_ Bd. Indeed? 


Taff. By alb our loves. 

Bol. *Tis hardito-part :' FS” 
_ Butfure no falſhood ever look'd ſo fairly 380 
_ Farewel ; remember twelve. [Exit. 


| Jaf. Let Heav'n forget me, 
When I remember not thy truth, thy love. 
& How curs'd'is my condition, tofs'd and joftled | 
« From every corner; fortune's' common fool, 
< The jeſt of rogues, an inſtramental aſs, 
« For villains to lay loads of ſhame upon, 
" And drive about Fl for thetr eaſe and ſrorp.” 
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Enter Pirkgs, 


Peer. Jafher, 
Faf. Who calls ?'_ 
| Beer. A friendz, that could haye. wild. 
| T have found. thee otherwiſe employed... 
hunt 
Fa wife, on the dull ſoil \ F "HIT A Gonna. a 
Of all hounds is the dulleft, Wilt thou never, 
Never be wean'd from caudles and.copfeftions? - 
What feminine tales haſt thou beemlift'ning'to, 
Of unair'd ſhirts, catarrhs and tooth ach, got 
By thin-ſol'd: ſhoes ? Damnation ! that a fellow, 
Choſen to be a ſharer in the deftrution 
_ Of a whole people, ſhould ſneak thus into-carners © | 
 Toeaſe his fulſome luſts, and fool his:mind. hp 'Y 
Faf. May not: a.man ther trifle! out; an boar . 
With a kind woman, and not:wrong a: 
Pier. Not in a cauſe:like ours, | $10 

 _ Faf. Then, friend, our cauſe; - 

Is in a damn'd eonditiqn/z. for VILtel "969 ls \ 
That canker-worm, call'd Lechery, has touch'd it ; \ 
"Tis tainted vilely. Would'ſt, thou. think it?! Renault 
(That mortify'd old wither'd winter rogue) 
Loves ſimple fornication like a prieft ;_ 
I found him out for watering at my; wifes 
He viſited her laſt vight, like-a kind guardian: 
Faith! ſhe has ſome _—_— that's the trnthk / 

ont. f "x 
Picr. He hadk nov ada bis truſt, 
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Zaf. "Twas ſomething late, though, 

To take the freedom of a lady's chamber. 
Pier. Was ſhe in bed? 
 Jaf+ Yes, faith, in virgia ſheets, 
White as her boſom, Pierre, diſh'd neatly ups 
Might tempt a weaker appetite to taſte 420 
Oh! how the old fox ftunk, I warrant thee, OY 
When the rank fit was on him! 
Pier. Patience guide me! 
He's us'd no violence ? 

Faf. No, no 3 out on't, violence ! zi 
Play'd with her "oo 3 REEP her with his | grey 
Strugghd ; and war'dy rickPa her il ſhe ſqueal a 
May be, or wrcken not a jot of violence— 

Pier. Damn him. 

Taf. Ay, fo ſay 1: but huſh, no more on't. 
| All hitherto is well, and I believe 
Myſelf no monſter yer :/ * tho' no man avis "% 
« What fate he's born too.” Sure it is near the hour 
| Weall ſhould meet for our concluding orders: 
Will the ambaſſador be here in perſon ? { 

Pier. No, he has one maren) to that villain. 
| Renault, | | 
| To give the ——— $4634, 

I'd have thee be a man, if Goſſible; 
And keep thy temper ; for a brivve revenge. 
Ne'er comes too late. 440. 

Faf. Fear not, I am cool as patience. 

* Had he completed my diſhonour, rather 
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<« Than hazard the ſucceſs our hopes are ripe for, 
« T'd bear it all with mortifying virtue.” 

Pier. He's yonder, coming this way thro' the hall ; 

His thoughts ſeem full, _ 
af. Priythee-retire, and leave me 

With him alone : Ill put him'to ſome trial ; 

See how his rotten part will bear the touchin "0 
Pier. Be careful, then.  [LEeit. 
Taf. Nay, never doubt, but uſt. me. | 

What! be a devil, take a damning oath  ' 

For ſhedding native blood ! Can there be a fn 

In merciful repentance ? Oh, this Fo, 


Enter Rznavur. | 


' Ren. Perverſe and peeviſh : What a ſlave i is man 
To let his itching fleſh thus get the better of him ! 
Diſpatch the tool her huſband—that were well. 

. Who's there? 


Taf. A man. | 
Ren. My friend, my near "a8" 9 IT I 460 
The hoſtage of your faith, my beauteous charge, is 
very well. 


af. Sir, are you ſure of that? 
Stands ſhe in perfect health ? Beats her pulls even ; 
Neither too hot nor cold ? 

Ren. What means that queſtion ? | 

- Faf. Oh! women have fantaſtic conſtitutions, 

Inconſtant in their wiſhes, always wavering, 
And never fix'd. Was it not boldly done, 
_ Even at firſt Gght, to truſt the thing I loy'd 


SOD 
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(A tempting treaſine too) with youtly ſo fierce 
And vigorous as thine? but thou art honeſt. 
| | Rim. Who dares fecuſe me? 
Jat- Curs'd be he that doubts 
Thy virtue ! I tavetry'd it, and Rake: © 
Were] to chooſe a guardian of Nadi * 
 T'd put it in thy keeping: for T thow ther. 
| Ren. Know me! 
Faf. Ay, know thee. There no flllwood i in onike; 
Thou look juft as thou art. Ler vs embrace. 
Now would tho cut my throat, or Fcutthine. xx 
Ren. You dare not do't. 
Taf. You lie, Sir. 
rl cog EY 


Fafſ. No more, ? | 
"Tis w knſe werld,' and net $5 Hong has all, 


Enter Syixosx, Tmronoxt, Error, Revitzwo, 
Duran», Bxomve i, and the reſt wol «4 er 


Ren. Spinoſa, Theodore ! 
© Spin. The ſame, 
Ren. You are welcome. 

Spin. You are trembling, Sir. 
Ren. "Tis a cold night, indeed, and r am aged 3 
Full of decay and natural infirmities : ['Pier. re-uters. 
We ſhall be warm, my friends, T hope to-morrow. 
Pier. "T'was not well done thou thould'ft have 

fkroak'd him, ""m | 
And not have gall'd him. 
af. Damn him, Tet him chew on't.. et 
Heay'n ! Where am T ? beſet with curſed fiends, 
That wait to damn me ! What a devil's man, 
| When he forgets his nature-———huſh, my heart. 


ne 


Acr Il, VENICE PRESERVED, 67. 
Ren. My friends, *tis late z. are: we aflembled all ? | 

<< Where's Theodore? |. | 4014. | 590 
 Theod. Wy At hawk ESE )0GOR6ES $7 CT OEES 
Ren... « Spinola, 37008 wan 
Spin. « Here. F 135} qdgmany 
Ren. < \Bromveu, oe AA ;W --fOSHICG60- 

. Brom. © I'm ready. Aiant et 211062. 


Ren, ls Durand and "ara don L361 
Dur. ** Commagg us. i 
Wipuca bot propar'd. | $3.41 Iu9 Das. 
| Res © Mennago; Revillida,. Fl 
<« 'Ternon, Retrofi! Oh! you're men, I find, 
Fit to'behald your fate, and meet her GGagns-. 
'To-morrow's riſing ſun muſt ſee you all 
Deck'd i in your BONOWIS. Are the ſoldiers ready 
_ Piers All, all, 
Ren. You, Ds. with your honkndaml poſſeſs 
St. Mark's'; you, Captain, know your'charge- Cronc'y 
Ties Gnlmocdecuad palace : %:You,, | 
6 Brabe, with an hundred more, maft'gain. 7 00" 
«© With the'like number, Bromveil, tothe Procurale;?? 
Be all this done with the leaft tumult poſhble, -: 52.1 
'THl in:each place you poſt ſufficient guards : 
| Then ſheathe your ſwords /in- every breaſt:you meet. 
| Faf. Ob reverend cruelty! dama'dbloody villain * 
Ron." During this execution, Durand, : you 
Maſt in themnidft keep your battaliazfaſt j 
And, Theodore, be ſure to plant the cannon 
That may.commandthe ſtreets ; **£ whilſt Ms, 
«© Mefſano, Ternon, and Retroſi guard you;?? F 
This done, we'll giye the general alarm, 


_— = | venict pargehved: — » COITY 


Apply petards; and force the ars'nal gates ; 
"Then fire the civy round in ſeveral places, | {a 
Or with our cannon (if it dare refit) — © 
Batter to ruin. But above all I charge you, 
Shed blood enough ; ſpare neither ſex nor age, 
Name nor condition ; if there lives a ſenator © - 
After to-morrow, though the dulleſt rogue ' | 
| That e/er ſaid nothing, we have loſt our mon” 
If poſſible, let's kill the very name LY; 230A 
Of ſenator, and bury it in blood. - + ang 
 _ Faf. Mercileſs, horrid "pre blood + 
Shed blood enough. old —_— [- "hay _ thank't 


_ 7 LW tak 
Ren: Bavode thing m money and then n frewel, dll 
fate +5 507 - 2. 


Join us again, FEPTARY us SPS Ol PE 00849 4597 
Firſt let's embrace. . Heay' n | kyowe who next tal 
_ thus 
Wing ye zoguther.: ; ting let's al abide aly 
We wear no cominon cauſe upon our ſwords : 
Letieach man think that on his fingle virtue 
Depends the good and fame of all the reſt; / 
Eternal honour, or perpetual infamy. _ 
< Let us remember through what, dreadful hazards 
« Propitious fortune hitherto has led vs: 
« How often on the:brink of ſome diſcovery | A 
<« Have we ſtood tottering, yet ſtill kept our ground 
« So well, that gry _— learcherk ne'er. could. fol- 
low. | {A 
« Thoſe ſubtle mack, which pul all pci x9 
You _—_ Sboieany 109 4t 4 
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Zaf. No ;' With moſt profound attention 
P ve heard it all, and wonder at. thy virtue. 
Ren. © Tho? there be yet few -hawrs. "wixt them 
DF 4 and ils: 4-4; 1; a8: Fo 
Ky "8 not. the ſenate lull'd in full ork" $6 
uiet and ſatisfy'd, as fools are always? _ 
6 «Mw did ſo profound repoſe fore-run 
_ © Calamity ſo great. Nay, our good-fortune 
«© Has blinded the moſt piercing of mankind, _ 
6 Strengthen'd the Rt monks the moſt ſuf- 
- peaful, | 
6 Confounded the moſt fk: : Cond we » live, 
« We live, my friends, -and quickly ſhall our life 
&« Prove fatal to theſe tyrants.” Let's conſider, | 
That we deſtroy oppreſſion, avarice, -F 
A people nurs*'d-up/equally with; vices. | 
And loathſome luſts, which nature moſt ING 
And ſuch as without ſhame ſhe. cannot ſuffer. 
af. Oh, Belvidera ! take: me'to thy arms, © 
And ſhew me where $: as oy ar 1 haye loſt it. 
04 {4 [ Exit. 
Ren. Without: the leaf meth em let's reſolve 
« With fire and ſword t exterminate theſe tyrants ; 
 « And when we ſhall behold thoſe curs'd tribunals 
« Stain'd by the tears and ſufferings of the innocent, 
« Burning with flames rather from Heav'n than ours, 
« The raging, furious, and unpitying ſoldier 58 
_«« Pulling his reeking dagger fromthe boſoms _ 
« Of gaſping wretches ; death in every quarter - 
« With all that fad diforder can produce 
« To make a ſpeRacle of borror ; then, 


_ 
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© Then letuscalkto mind; my deareft friends, 
« 'That there is nothing pure upon the earth 5" 
« That the mo valet thipgs havermoſt allays, 
« And that in change of all theſe-vile'enormities,”” 

Under whole weight this wretched oountry lebours, 
The means are onlyin ourhands to: crownthem. | | 

Peer. And 4nd 48 Ara oa are 4.x 

To called veils hack: and bleſs ie, - 
Ren. This happy, alltins of: U-we-with-or, 
Should there, my friends, be found among'ys one 
Falſe to this'glorious/enterprile, what fate,” + 
What vengeance were enough for fuch @ villaiy ? + 

, Death - __ without: NR __ oe 
| alters Trees Oy T 


Ren, Let ads lot, as here Td, 
_ Lifted'by-fate-among' her darling-fons, | 600 
Tho? I had one only brother; dear by dhe att Hit 
- Fhe ſtzifteſt ties of 'Dature; | #'tho? one bout pk "oe 
« Had given us bitth, * one fortune fed our wants, 
_ «One only love, and that but of each other, Y 
« Still fiPd' aur-migts ;”* could I have fuch a — | 
Jow'd 19this cauſe; and: had but ground to fear. . 
TIO apo Wc gi 4 aght ad drop om | 
"* If aaa . 1 OWEN 
_ And ftab himito the heart before you. Who, 
| Who VO AE ce —_ Pierce, the 
Yoon! angled me, Si, ant fr chis hard 
queſtion,” A 
As if *twere ſtarted only "Rog wy vs; ; 


Pier 
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Am Ithething yon fear? Here, bere's: ny boſor,, 
Search it with all youtiſwords Amt La traiter? | 
"Rin, No : but I fear your late:commended friend- 
Is little leſs. Come, Sirs, 'tis now notime- 

To trifle with our fafety. - Wheve's this, Jaffier 2 


Spin. He left OI COED! is range iT 


order... to 


Ren. Nay, therwis Sanger i "PRA L Merv him: ; 


Braing the time I took for explanation, - 620 
He was tranſported from moſt deep atten; 
To a confuſion which he could not ſmother,. . 

« His looks grew full of ſadneſs and ſurpriſe, 

« All which betray'd a wavering ſpirit in him, 

« 'That labour'd with relaQancy and forrow:” 
What's requiſite for ſafety, muſt be:done 

With ſpeedy'execution 3 heremams  _ 

Yet in our power: I, Hnioey nem par, wear 


A dagger 
"0s Well. T T* 3h 
Res. Pallet wad 5 bis nad 


Pur.) Awayy we're pero Gindde SES BETS 
No more of this, *twill breed ill/blaod among us... 


Spin. Let us all draw our FO and Sacekis | 


houſe, Mw 
Pull kim from the: dark: hole ednds Ges heacting; 
_ Oter his cold'fears, and each'manikill his ſhare of hin; 
"ow. Who _ OR? fas KNSIO-W6 
_ blood © 
That's dear mike?  in't ry abion or you, Sirt. 610 
What, not. one ſpeak { how. you Rand gaping all. .. 
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On. your grave oracle, your wooden god therel 
Yet nota word + Then, Sir, V'l-tell you a ook 
. Sufpicion's but at. beſt > comes vis: | [To Ren. 
Ren. A: coward 1—— -:; & xoeyer _ 
Pier. Put up thy ſword, old man z- 4 
"Thy hand ſhakes at it. - Come let's: heal tail breeds; 
I am too h ſev hg ann” Ip . 
' Spin. Till we are fafe, ou riendlhipcannr be fo. 
Per. —_ Ways that 3. 4 $157 _ 650 
& The. And 1 L: 
Om. " And oll; gt porouer 2 £ anyrs 
Ren. Who are: on my de dy 
$i. < Every hone ſt ſword...) 7 
LOT like men, and not be ſold like faves, 3& 
ier. One ſuch word more, by repre Il to the 
ſenate, orb. : 
ab hang ye all, like dogs, 3 in alifinc 3 
| Why weep your coward {words half out their ſhells ? 
Why do you not all brandiſh them like mine ?- 
You fear to die, and yet dare talk of killing. _ 
Ren. Go to the ſenate, and betray us! haſte ! 
Secure thy wretched life ; we fear to die 
Leſs than thou dar'ſt be honeſt, —_ 
Pier. That's rank falſhood. EET 
 Fear'ft not thou death !. Fie, there's a knaviſh itch Pf 
In that falt blood, ' an utter foe to ſmarting. r1 
Had Jaffier's wife prov'd kind, he'd ſtill been true. 
Faugh how that ftinks! thou die, thou kill my friend ! 
Or thou !- or thou ! with that lean wither'd face, 
Away, diſperſe all to your ſeveral charges, 


he 
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And meet to-morrow where your honour calls you. 
Pl] bring that man, whoſe blood you ſo much. thirft 


for, 
-And you ſhall ſee < venture for you fairly— &Þ 
Hence ! hence, I fay. = [Exit Renault angrily 5 
$p1. 1 fear we've been to blame, 
And done too much. 
The. © ”Twas too far urg'd againſt the man you 
_ loyd. 
Rev. * Here take our ſwords, and cruſh them with 
your feet,” 


$þi. Forgive us, gallant friend. 

Pier. Nay, now you've found _ 
The way to melt, and caſt me as you will, 
<« Tl fetch this friend, and give him-to your mercy : 
« Nay, he ſhall die, if you will take him from me. 
&« For your repoſe, I'll quit my heart's beſt jewel ; 
« But would not have him torn away by villains, 
« And ſpiteful villany. _ 

Sþi. * No, may you both. 
&« For ever live, and fill the world with fame,  _ 

Pier. * Now y' are too kind,” | Whence roſe all 

this diſcord? © _ 
| Oh, what a dangerous precipice have we - ſeap'd ! q 
How near a fall was all we'd long been buildiog ! 
What an eternal blot had ſtain'd our glories, 
If one, the braveſt and the beſt of men, . | 
Had fall'n a ſacrifice to raſh ſuſpicion, ; 
Butcher'd by thoſe, whoſe cauſe he came to cheriſh ! 
« Oh! could you. know him all, as,1 have known, 
him 

« How good he is, how juſt, how true, how brave, 
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wy * You would at leaye this place. till. you had feen, 
let; AD þ: 
« Humbled yourſelves before him, kiſe'd his feet, 
* And gain'd remiſſion for the worſt of follies.” _ 
Come but to-morrow; all your doubts ſhall end,. 
And to your loves, me better recommend, / 
That I've RENT your fame, and ſay/d. my friend. 

Ne. (Eames, 


ACTIV. SCENE IL. 


The Rialto. Enter Jayrirn and B3LyIDERA. 


Safer, 


Wien doſt MS lead me ? Every ſtep bd move, 
Methinks I tread upon ſome mangled limb 
Of a rack'd friend, Oh, my charming ryint- 
Where are we wandering? 

Bel. To eternal honour. 


| To do'a deed ſhall chronicte thy name 

Among the glorious legends of thoſe few 

'That have fav'd: finking nations. Thy renown 

| Shall be the future ſong of all the virgins, 
Who by thy piety have been preferv'd. 

From horrid violation, Every ſtreet 

Shall be adorn'd with ſtatues to thy honour ; 
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And at thy feet this great infcriptian written, 
Remember him that propp'd the fall of Venice. 
Faf.. Rather, remember him, who, after all _ 
The facred bonds of oaths, and holier OP 
In fond. compaſſion to-a woman's tears, 
Forgot his manhood, virtue, truth, and: hen 
To ſacrifice the boſom that reliev*d him, | 
Why wilt thou-damn-me ? 20 
Bel.. Oh, inconſtant man ! 
How will you-promiſe ; how will you deceive ! 
Do, return back, replace me in my bandage, 
Tell all thy friends how dangerouſly thou lov'ſt me, 
And let thy dagger do its bloody office. 
© Oh! that kind dagger, Jaffier, how *twill look 
* Struck thro' my heart, drench'd in my blood to 
th! hilt ; 
&* Whilſt theſe poor dying eyes ſhall with their tears 
© No more tarment thee, then thou wilt be free hs 
. Or if thoy think®ſt it-nobler, let me live, 
Till Pm # victims to: the hateful luſt. 
Of that infernal devil, * that old fiend, 
« 'That's: danmn'd: himſelf, amd would: unda mMan= 
kind? TIF ” b'- . 
Laft night, my love | 
af. Nani kvie's 
It-thews a beaſtly image' to my fancy, 
_ Will wake me into:madneſs. © Oh, the villain ! 
- has dur apyncan fach purity as thine  _ 
« On terms fo: vile :*? Deſtruction, ſwift deftrufion; 
Fall. on my coward: head, **and make my name - 40 
| + 'The common ſcorn of fools,” if I forgive hi 
6 If I forgive him ! If I not revenge 
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| © With utmoſt rage, and moſt unſtaying fury, _ 
& Thy ſufferings, thou dear darling of my life. 
Bel. Delay. no longer then, but to the ſenate, 

And tell the diſmal'ft tory ever utter'd : 
 'Tell 'em what bloodſhed, rapines, deſolations, 
Have beenprepar'd: how near's the fatal hour. 
| Save thy poor country, fave the reverend blood 
Of all its nobles, which to-morrow's dawn + 
Muſt elſe ſee ſhed. ** Save the poor tender lives 
& Of all thoſe little infants, which the ſwords 
© Of murderers are whetting for, this moment. 
« Think thou already hear'ſt their dying ſcreams ; _ 
& Think that thou ſee*ſt their fad diſtracted mothers, 
« Kneeling before thy feet, and begging pity : 
& With torn diſhevel'd hair, and ſtreaming eyes, 
« Their naked mangled breaſts, beltarar'd with 
"$3627 nar; > | 
« Andeven the milk, with which their fondled babes 
_ «& Softly they huſh'd, dropping in anguiſh from *em : 
« 'Think thou ſeeft this, and then conſult ys heart. 
#3 Ob bo 
« Bel. 'Think has; if you loſe this waokeeit EFT, 
« What miſeries the next day brings upon thee : 
« Imagine all the. horrors of that night ; 
« Murder and rapine, waſte and deſolation, 
« Confus'dly raging :?* "Think what then may pare, 
My lot ; the raviſher may then come ſafe 
And, *midft the terror of the public ruin, - 
Doadamn'd deed ; © perhaps may lay a train. 
| & Fo catch thy life : "Then where will be revenge, 
_ © The dear revenge that's due to ſuch a wrong ?” 
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Faf. By all Heaven's powers, prophetic rats. 
_ dwells in thee ; 

" every word thou ſpeak'ſt, ſtrikes thro? my heart, 

Like a new light, and ſhews it, how 't has wan- 
 der'd,” 

Juſt what thou*ſt made me, take me, Belvidera, 
And lead me to the place where I'm to ſay 
This bitter leſſon ; where I muſt betray 
My truth, my virtue, conſtancy, and friends. 
Muſt I betray my friend ? Ah! take me quickly; 
Secure me well before that thought's renew'd ; $1 
If I relapſe once more, all's loſt for ever. 


Bel. Haſt thou a friend more dear than Belvidera? 
Zaf. No; thou'rt my foul itſelf ; wealth, friend- 
ſhip, honour, 
All preſent j joys, and earneft of all Gas: 
Are ſumm'd in thee. © Methinks, when in thy arms, 
« 'Thus leaning on thy breaſt, one minute 's more 
« 'Than a long thouſand years of vulgar hours. 
_ «© Why was ſuch happineſs not given me pure ? 
* Why daſh'd with cruel ba and bitter warn- | 
ings 2” 
Come, lead me forward, now, like a tame lamb 
To ſacrifice. Thus, 1n his fatal garlands 
| Deck'd fine and pleas'd, the wanton ſkips and plays, 
Trots by th' enticing flatt'ring prieſteſs? ſide, 
- And much tranſported with its little pride, 
| Forygets his dear companions of the plain ; 
Till, by her bound, he's on the altar lain, 
Yet then too hardly bleats, ſuch pleaſure's in the pain. 
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Enter _ and fix Guards. 
Off. Stand ! who goes there?. Py 
Sel. Friends. | IOO 
&« Faf. Friends, Belvidera ! Hide me from my 
Mends-: 


_ « By Heav'n, I'd rather ſce the face of hell, 


« 'Than meet the man TI love.” 
Offi. But what friends-are you ? 
Bel. Friends to the ſenate, and the ſtate of Venice. 
Ofi. My-orders are 'to feize-on all 'I find 
At this late hour, and bring ? em to the counci], 
Who are now fitting. 
 Faf- Sir, you ſhall be obey'd, 


_ © Hold, brute, ſtand off ! none of your paws yo 


: me. >> 
Now the lot's caſt, and, fate, do what thou wilt. 
TExeunt guarded. 


SCENE IL. 


The Senate-Houſe, where appear ſitting the Duke sf 


Venice, Prxivii, AxToN10, and eight other Se- 
nators. MY 


Duke. Antony, Priuli, ſenators of Venice, 
Speak, why are we afſembled here this night ? 


_ wa = —— —— * 
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What have'you'to inform us of, concerns = | 
The ſtate of Venice” honour, or its ſafety? 

Pri, Coull words -exprels the Rory I've to tell 
| you, —- 

Fathers, theſe tears were aſcleſs, theſe ſad tears 
That fall from my oMeyes ; but there ts cauſe 
We all ſhould weep, tear off theſe purple robes, 120 
And wrap ourſelves in ſackcloth, ſitting down 
' On the ſad earth, and cry aloud to Heavin: 
Heav'n knows, if yet there be an hour to.come 
Ere Venice be no more, 

ll Sen. How! 

Pri. Nay, we ſtand 
Upon the very briok of gaping ruin. 
Within this city's form'd a dark conſpiracy 
| To maſſacre us all, our wives and children, 
Kindred and friends, our palaces and temples 
| To lay in aſhes : nay, the hour too fix'd 4 
The ſwords, for ought I know, drawn <'en this.mo- 

ment, 
And the wild waſte begun. From h_ hands 
I had this warning ; but, if we are men, | 
Let's not be tamely butcher'd, but do ſomething 
That may inform the world, in after ages, 
- Our virtue was not ruin'd, tho? we were. 
[4 noiſe wwithont. 

Room, room, make room for ſome priſoners— 

« Sen. Let's raife the city.” 


_ | Buter Officer and Guards 
Duke. Speak, there. What diſturbance? 
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0S. Two. priſoners have the e guards ſeiz'd in the 

freer © 3 
Who ſay, they come t' zaform this reverend ſenate 
About the uu danger. 


Enter Jayeirn and Officer. 


All. Give %*em entrance—Well, who. are you ; 2 
Faf. A willain. | 
| ©« Ant. Short and pithy :” 
The man ſpeaks well. 
 Faf. Wouldevery man, that hears me, 
| Would deal fo honeſtly, and own his title. 
Duke. ”Tis rumour'd, that a plot has been contriv'd 
Againſt this ſtate 3 and you've a ſhare in't too. 
If you are a villain, to redeem your honour 
Unfold the truth, and be reſtor'd with mercy. 
 Faf- Think not, that I to fave my life came 
hither ; 
I know its value better ; but in pity 
To all thoſe wretches, whole unhappy dooms 
Are fix*d and ſeal'd. You ſee me here before you, 
The ſworn and covenanted foe of Venice : 
But uſe me as my dealings may deſerve, 
And I may prove a friend. Wo 
Duke. 'The flave capitulates, 1 oo 
Give him the tortures. | Ts 
 Faf. That you dare not do : SS FH 
Your fear won't let you, not the longing itch _ 
To hear a ſtory which you dread the truth of : 
Truth, which the fear of ſmart ſhall ne'er get from 
me. _ | 
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Cowards are ſcar'd with threat'nings ; boys are whipt 
Into confeſſions : but a ſteady mind _ 
Aa of itſelf, neer aſks the body counſel. 
Give him the tortures ! Name but ſuch a thing 
Apain, by heav'n Pl ſhut thele lips for ever. 
| Not all your racks, your engines, or your wheels, 
Shall force a groan away, that you may guels at. 
«* Ant. A bloody-minded fellow, I'll warrant z 
& A damn'd bloody-minded fellow.” | 
Duke. Name your conditions. 
Faf. For myſelf full pardon, 
Beſides the lives of two and twenty friends, 
Whoſe names are here enroll'd—Nay, let their crimes 
Be ne'er ſo monſtrous, I muſt have the oaths. 
And ſacred promiſe of this reverend council, 180 
That, in a full aſſembly of the ſenate | 
The thing I aſk be ratify'd. - Swear this, 
And I'll unfold the ſecret of your danger, 
« All. We'll ſwear.” 
Duke. Propoſe the oath. 
af. By all the hopes 
Ye have of peace and happineſs hereafter, ah A 
Swear. 
«All, Weall ſwear. 
_t af. To grant me what T've all*d,” 
Ye ſwear ? 
All. We ſwear. 
Faf. And, as ye keep the oath, 
May you, and your poſterity be bleſs'd, 
Or curs'd for ever. 
All. Elſe be cones forigveh 
"i 
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- Fufe Then here's the liſt, and with't the full af 


| cloſe * :,- 
Of all tha a you. ; [Debvers a þaper. 
Now, fite, thay haſt caught me. | ' _ 199 


{« An}, Why, what a dreadful catalogue of cut- 
** throats is here 1 IM warrant you, not -one of theſe 
© fellows: but has a face like a lion, . I dare not fo 
*© pzmch as read their names over.”? 

Duke. Give order that all diligent ſearch be made 
To ſeize theſe men, . their characters are public ; ; 
The paper intimates their rendezvous 
'To be at the houſe of a fam'd Grecian. courtezan, | 
CalPd Aquilina z fee that place ſecur'd. 6 v7 
_ « Ant. What, my Nicky Nacky ! Hurry durryt 
«© Nicky Nacky, in the plot ll ns; a eech ;. 

«© Moſt noble ſenators, 

« What headlong apprehepfions FP you on, 

« Right, noble, wile, and truly ſolid ſenators, 

_ « Toviolate the laws and rights of oations ?-. 

« 'The lady is a lady of renownz _ 

« Tis true, ſhe holds a houſe of fair reception, vi 
« And, tho? I ſay't myſelf, as many more 

« Can ſay, as well as I— 

« 2 Sen, My lord, long ſpeeches 
_ &« Are frivolous here, when dangers are fo near us. 

« We all well know your intereſt in that lady; , 221 
« "The world talks loud on't. | 

« Ant, Veriy . have done 

6 S ſay no more. 
4 Duke. But, fince he has declar'd 

« Himſelf concern'd, pray, Captain, take great 
caution 
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© Totreat the fair-one as becomes her charaQer 
& And let her bed-chamber be learch'd with de- 
"= ERC." 
You, Jaffier, muſt with patience bear till morning 
To be our priſoner. 
af. Would the chains of death 
Had bound me ſafe, &er I had known this minute. 
« T're done a deed will make my ftory hereafter 
© Quoted in'competition with all ill ones : 
*+© 'The hiſtory of my wickedneſs ſhall run 
Down thro? the low traditions of the vulgar, 
« And boys be taught to tell the tale of Jafher,” 
 Duke.. Captain, withdraw your priſoner. 


_ af. Sir, if poſlible, 239 
Lead me where my own thoughts themſelves may loſe 
mez 


Where I may doze out what Pre left of life, 
| Forget myſelf, and this day's guilt and falſehood. 
Cruel remembrance, how ſhall I I pps thee : P 
guarded, 
Offi. CI thout.] dare: traitors ; room, room, 
room, make room there. 
Duke. How's this ? guards |! 
Where are our Jew? ? Shut up the gates, the trea- 
fon's | | 
Already at our doors. 


Enter Officer. 


Offi. My lords, more traitors, 
Seiz'd in the yery at of conſultation ; 
E'2 
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 Furniſh'd with arms and inſtruments of miſchief. 
Bring in the priſoners. 


Enter Pizine; Rexavtr, THEODORE, Er1or, Rt- 
VELLIDO, and other Conſpirators, in __ | 


Per. You,. my lands. and fathers, 

"2 As you are pleas*d to call yourſelves) of Venice z 

If you ſit here to guide the courſe of juſtice, 

Why theſe diſgraceful chains, upon the limbs 

"That have ſo often labour'd in your ſervice ? 

Are theſe the wreaths of triumph ye beſtow | 
On thoſe, that bring you conqueſt home, and ho- 


nours ? 
Duke. Go on 3 you ſhall be heard, Sir, 
© Ant. And be hang'd too, I hope.” 260 
Pier. Are theſe the trophies I've deſery'd for 
fighting 


| Your battles with confederated powers ? 

When winds and ſeas confpir'd to overthrow you ; 

And brought the fleets. of Spain to your own har- 
bours ;_ 

When you, great Oule, ſhrunk trembling in voor 
palace, 

And ſaw your wifc, the Adis. plough'd, 

Like a lewd whore, by bolder prows than yours, 
| Stepp'd not I forth, and taught your looſe Venetians 
Ra taſk of honour, and the way to greatneſs ? oY 
2 


is*d you from your capitulating fears 
ſtipulate the terms of ſu*d-for peace ? 


And this my recompence ! if I'm a traitor, 
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Produce my charge ; or ſhew the wr etch that's baſe - 

And brave enough, to tell me I'm a traitor. . 
Duke. Know you one Jaffier ? [ Conſþp. murmur. 
Pier. Yes, and know his virtue, 

His juſtice, truth, his general worth, and ſufferings 

From a hard father tan ght me firſt to love him. 


Enter Jaivven FOR! ell 


Dube: See him brought forth, - 
Pier. My friend too bound ! nay then 230 
Our fate has conquer'd us, and we muſt fall. 
Why droops the man whoſe welfare's ſo much mine, 
They're ' but one. thing? Theſe reverend tyrants, 
Jafher, 
Call us traitors. Art thou one, my. brother ? 
'JÞ- To thee, I am the falſeſt, verieſt ſlave, 
| That'e'er betray*d a generous, truſting friend, | 
| And gave up honour to be ſure of ruin. 
All our fair hopes, which morning was t” have, 
crown'd, 
Has this curs'd tongue 0 'erthrown. Is 
Pier. So, then all's over : cos 
Venice has loſt her Ghedonl, - I my life, F 
No more ! Farewel ! 
Duke. Say ; will you make confollon 
Of your vile deeds, and truſt the ſenate's mercy ? ? 
Pier. Curs'd be your ſenate ; curs'd your conftitu- 
tion : 
'The'curſe of growing factions and' diviſions, _ 
Still yex your councils, ſhake your public ſafety, 
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And make the robes of government you wear, 


Hateful to you, as theſe baſe chains to me. 
Duke. Pardon, of death? © 


Pier. Death ! honourable death! 300 
Ren. Death's the beſt thing \ we KY or "you can 
give, 


No ſhameful bonds, but honourable death. 
Duke, Break up the council. Captain, guard your 
, priſoners. 
B Jaffer, you're free, but theſe muſt wait for radyimbdt. 
[ Ex. all the Senators. 
Peer. Come, where? s my dungeon ? ans me t0 
It will not be he firſt time I've lodg' ha +: 
To do the ſenate ſervice. 
 Faf. Hold, one moment. / 100164 217 Uigh 
_ Pier. Who's he diſputes the So Kages of he Gi ate? 
Preſumptuous rebel—on— A hand Jaiter, 
Faf. By Heav'n, you ſtir not! + 
I muſt be heard ;/ I muft have leave to Genks: 
Thou haſt diſgrac'd me, Pierre, by a vile blow : 
Had not a dagger done thee nobler jaſtice ? 
But uſe me as thou wilt, thou can'ſt not wrong me, 
For I am fallen beneath the baſeſt injuries : | 
Yet look upon me with an eye of mercy, 
With pity and with charity behold me; 
« Shut not thy heart againſt a friend's repentance ;”? 
But, as there dwells a godlike nature in thee, 320 
Liſten with mildneſs to my ſupplications. _ 
Pier. What whining monk art thou ? what holy 
cheat, | 
"That would'| incroach upon my credulous ears, 
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And cant'| thus vilely ? Hence !\ I kaow thee not 

* Difſemble and be naſty.” Leave, Tn 
. ZFaf.' Not know me, Pierre! ' {© 4 
Pier. No, I know thee not ! What art thou ? ? 
_Feaf. Jaſhier, thy friedd, thy once low'd vale'd 

_. friend! 

Tho' now deſerv'dly ſcorn'd, and as'd moſt eardly.. 
Pier. Thou Jafher i thou, my Face. WO Ad 

| friend! _ 

By Heav'as thou ly ft; the man Fe" 4 "y end, 

Was genetouss honeſt, faithful; juſt, and valiant. 

Noble in mind, and in his perſon lovely 3 - $ 

Dear to my eyes, and tender to my;heart ;- | 

But thou, a wretched, bale, falſe, wdrthleſs phagh ; 

Poor, even in ſoul, and Ioathſome in thy aſpect; /! 

All eyes muſt ſhun thee, and all hearts deteſt thee. 

_ Prithee avoid ; nor longer cling thus round me, | 

Like ſomething baneful, that my nature's chill'd at- 
Faf. I have not wrong'd heſs by thee tears I 

__ have not, 10% :1113. a6 

© But ſtill'am honeſt, true, and, FE tO valiant 5 

« My mind Kill full of thee, therefore ſtill noble. 

© Let not thy eyes then ſhut me, nor thy heatt _ 

«© Deteſt me utterly. Oh ! look upon'me, 

*&© Look back, and ſee my ſad, ſincere ſubmiſſion ! 

« How my heart ſwells, as e'en *twould burſt. my 

boſom ; 

_ & Fond of its FREY and labouring to be at thee. 

& What ſhall I do? what ſay, to make thee hear me ? 
Pier. Haſt thou not wrong'd me? Dart thou call 

thyſelf 
_ That once lov'd, valu'd friend fs mine, 
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And fwear thou'baft r "Ut Jotas habe me - Whence theſs 
$$ chaits ? = 
Whence the vile wit which I oy meet this 0- 
* 1 thehe9217! 47 
Whence this diſhonour, but from FO du Galle one ? 
Tf All's true ; yet grant one " and I've done 
' aſking.” D 21 DEE 
4 Piet. What's that? | 
Faf. To take thy life, on ſuch cohSitions 
The council have propos'd : thou, and thy friends, 
May yet live long,' and to be better treated. _ ' 
Pier. Life ! aſk my life ! Confeſs ! record niyſelf 
A villain, for the privilege to breathe! $60 
And carry up and down this curſed city, FL 
A diſcontented and repining ſpirit, 
Burthenſome to itfelf, a few years longer ; 
To loſe it, | may be, ' at laſt, in a lewd quarrel 
For ſome new friend, treacherous and Hale as thou 
Cm nn IR 
No, this vile world and I have long been jangling, 
And cannot part-on better terms than now, 
When. only men, -hke thee, are fit to live in't. 
Fafe By all that's puſt—— -— MWg 
Pier. Swear by ſome other powers, | 
For. thou haſt broke that ſacred oath too lately. 
_ Faf- Then, by that Hel I merit, Fl not leave 
thee, 

Till, to thyſelf, at leaſt thou'rt cis; > 
However thy reſentment deal vith n me.. 3-3. ot 
Pier.' Not leave me ! HT» ty 

af. No ; thou ſhalt not force me from das 
Uſe me reproachfully, and like a flave; 
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Tread on me, buffet me, heap wrongs on wrongs 
On my poor head; , [ll bear it all with patience _ 
Shall weary out thy moſt unfriendly cruelty: 380 
| Lieat thy feet, and kiſs *em, tho? they ſpurn me ; 
Till wounded by my ſufferings, thou relent, 
And raiſe me to thy arms, with dear forgivenels. 
Pier. Art thou not 
Faf. What ? 
Pier. A traitor ? | 
Faf. Yes. | 6] 
Pier. A villain. | 
Faf. Granted. 
Fier. A coward, a moſt ſcandalous coward ; 
Sprritleſs, void of honour ; one who has ſold 
Thy everlaſting fame, for ſhameleſs life ! _ 
 Faf- All, all, and more, much more : my faults 
are numberleſs. 
Pier. And would'ft thou have me live on terms 
like thine ? 
Baſe, as thou'rt falſe 
Faf. No; *tis to me that's granted : 
_ The ſafety of thy life was all I ain'd at, 
| In recompence for faith and truſt ſo broken. 

Pier. I ſcorn it more, becauſe preſerv'd by thee ; 
And, as when firſt my fooliſh heart took pity 400 
On thy misfortunes, ſought thee in thy miſeries, 
Reliey'd thy wants, and rais'd thee from the ftate 
Of wretchedneſs, in which thy fate had plung'd thee, 
To rank thee in my liſt of noble friends ; 

*All T receiv'd, in ſurety for thy truth, 
Were unregarded oaths, and this, this dagger, 
Þ/$:..;: i 4 
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Giv'n with 2 worthleſs pledge, thou fince baſt et's : 
90 I reftore it back to thee againg _ 


© Swearing by all thoſe pow'rs which thou: haft vi- 
 olated, 
Never from this curs'd "TO to hold communion, 
Friendſhip, or intereſt, with thee, tho? our years | 
Were to exceed thoſe limited the world. 
Take it—farewel—for now [I Owe thee nothing. 
af. Say thou wilt live then. 
Pier. For my life, diſpoſe it 
Juſt as thou wilt, becauſe *tis what Pm ti'd with. 
Zaf. Oh, Pierre! + = 
Pier. No more. 
Faf. My eyes won't loſe the fight of thee, 
But languiſh after thee, and ache with gazing. 420 
| Pier. Leave me—Nay, then thus, thus I throw thee 
from me ; 


And curſes, great as is thy falſhood, catch thee. | Ex. 
Faf. Amen. 
He's gone, my father, friend, preferver, 
And here's the portion he has left me : 
{ Holds the dagger up. 

This dagger. Well remember'd ! with this dagger, 

I gave a ſolemn yow of dire importance ; 

Parted with this, and Belvidera together. 

Have a care, mem”ry, drive that thought no farther : 
| No, Ill eſteem it, as a friend*s laſt legacy ; 

Treaſure it up within this wretched boſom, 

Where it may grow acquainted with my heart, 

That when they mcet, they ſtart not from each other. 

So now for thinking—A blow, calPd traitor, villain, 
Coward, diſhonourable coward ; fough ! 
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4 Oh! for a long ſound lleep, and ſo _—_ it,” | 
OPOE buſy devil ! GY 6a 


Enter BELviDERA, 


' Bel. Whither ſhall I fly? 
Where hide me and my miferies together ? 
Where's now the Roman conſtancy I boaſted? 440 
Sunk into trembling fears and deſperation, | 
Not daring to look up to that dear face 
Which us'd to ſmile, ev'n on my faults ; but, down, 
Bending theſe miſerable eyes on earth, | 
Muſt move in penance, and implore much mercy. 
Jaf. Mercy! kind Heay'n has ſurely endleſs 
ſtores, 
Hoarded for thee, of bleſſings yet untaſted : 
&« Let wretches, loaded hard with guilt, as I am, 
« Bow with the weight, and groan beneath the bur- 
_ _ then, 
© Creep with a remnant of that Keogh they've leſt 
" Before the footitool of that Heay'n they've in- 
jur'd. 
Oh, Belvidera ! I'm the wretched creature 
E'er crawPd on earth. * Now, it thou'l virtue, help 
me | 
« Take me into thy arms, and ſpeak the words of 
peace | 
« 'To my divided ſoul, that wars within me, 
« And raiſes every ſenſe to my confuſion : 
« By Heay'n, I'm tottering on the very brink 
« Of Peace, and thou art all the hold I've left. . 


mY 
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 & Bel. Alas! I know thy ſorrows are moſt mighty: 
«© I know thow'ſt cauſe to mourn, to mourn, 'my 
_  Jafhier, 460 
« With endleſs cries, -and never-cealing wailing : 
« 'Thov'fſt loſt— 
 «* Yf. .Oh1.  L have loſt what FA be counted ;*?. 
My friend too, Belvidera, that dear friend, 
Who, next to; thee, was all my health rejoic'd 1 in, 
Has us'd me like a flave, ſhamefully us'd me : 
Twould break thy pitying heart to hear the tory. 
*« What ſhall I do ? Reſentment, indignation, 
« Love, pity, fear, and mem” ry how Pre wrong'd 
him; 
« Difſtra&t my quiet with the very thought on't, 
 & And tear my heart to ones: in my 7G 
Bel. What has he done ? | 
6 af.” 'Thou'dft hate me, ſhould I tell thee. 
« Bel. Why? © 
_« Faf. Oh! he has us'd me ! yet, by Heav'n, I 
bearit; x 
c« He has us'd me, Belviders! but' firſt ſwear, 
« That when Pve, told thee, thou, wilt not loath me 
utterly, | 
« 'Tho? vileſt blots, and ſtains : appear upon me z 
« Bat fill, at leaſt with charitable goodneſs, 
« Benear me in the pangs of my affliftion 480 
« Nor ſcorn me, Belyidera, as he has done. 
« BY. Have I then &er been falſe, that now I'm 
' doubted? 
| « Speak, what's the cauſe Pa grown i into diſtruſt ? 
« Why thought unfit to hear my love's complaining ? ? 
cc af. Oh ! ' ENT - 
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« Bel, Tell me; 

 * Faf. Bear my; failings, Gs they” re many. 
.« Oh, my dear angel ! in/that friend, I ve loſt 
« All my ſoul's peace ; for ev'ry thought of him 
« Strikes my ſenfe hard, and, deads i itin my brains ! 
+ Would'ſt thou believe it ? _ 

« Rel. Speak. 

4; Faf. Befors » we. © mitted, Wu: Bet 
Fre yet his guards had led him to his is. LaCh.” 
Full of ſevereſt ſorrows for his ſufferings, - 

With eyes o*erflowing, and a bleeding heart, 

* Humbling myſelf, almoſt beneath my nature, 

As at his feet I kneel'd and ſu'd for mercy, . 

« Forgetting all our friendſhip, all the dearneſs, 

« In which we've liv'd ſo many years together, 500 
With a reproachful hand he daſh'd a blow : 

He ftruck me, Belvidera ! by Heav'n, he ſtruck me ! 
Buffeted, call'd me traitor, villain, coward. 

Am I a Coward? Am Tl a villain? Tell me: 
'Thovwrt the beſt judge, and mad'ſ me, if Il am fo? 

Damnation! Coward! _ 
_ _ Bel. Oh! forgive him, Jaffier ; 
And, if his ſufferings wound thy heart aheady, 
What will they do to-morrow ! 
| Faf. Ab! 

Bel. To-morrow,.. 

When thou ſhalt ſee him Atretch'd i in all the agonies 
Of a tormenting and a ſhameful death ; 

His bleeding bowels, 'and his broken limbs, 

Inſulted o'er, by a vile. butchering villain! « 

What will-thy heart do then ! ? Oh! fare twill ſtream, 
Like my eyes now. 
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Jaf. What means thy dreadful ſtory? _ 

Death, and to-morrow !- Broken limbs and bowels ! 

« Infulted oer by a vile butchering villain! 520 

« By all my fears, T ſhall fart ont to madneſs 

« With barely guefling, if the truth's hid longer. ” 
Bel. 'The faithleſs ſenators, *tis they're deereed it : 

They fay, according to our friends? requeſt, 

They ſhall have death, and not ignoble bondage : 

Declare their promis*d mercy all is forfeited : 

Falſe to their oaths, and deaf to interceſhon, 

Warrants are pafs'd for public death to-morrow. | 

Faf. Death! doom'd to die! condema'd litre! 


unplteaded ! 
Bet. Nay, craePft racks and torments are pre- 
paring | 


| To force confeſſion from their PET pangs. 
Oh ! do not look fo terribly npon me ! 
How your lips ſhake, and alt your ace tiforder'd ! oo 
What means my love ? 
 Jaf. Leave me, T charge thee, leave Me—— 
Strong temptations 
Wake in my heart. 
Bel. For what ? 
Zaf. No more, but leave me. 
Bel. Why? 
Jaf. Oh ! by Hear nN, I love thee with that ; fond- 
N 
0 would not have thee ſtay a moment longer 
Neartheſe cars'd hands: Are they not cold upon thee! 
| bens the Dagger half out of his Boſom, 
and yu it back oo. 
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Bel. No, everlaſting comfort's in thy arms. 
To lean thus on thy breaft, is ſofter eaſe 
Than downy pillows, deck'd with leaves of rolls. 
Faf. Alas ! thou ER not has the thorns *tis fill'd 
with; 7 7s » 
Fly, e*er they gall thee. There's s 2 {lurking ſerpent 
Ready to leap, and fting thee to the heart : 
Art. thou not ama Oo e 
Bel. No. 
af. Call to mind 
What thou haſt done, and whither thou haſt brought 
ef | 
Bel. Hah ! 
Jaf- Where's my fiend? ? my friend, thou filing | 
miſchief ! 
Nay, ſhnink not, now ?tis too hs "We, thou ſhould'ſt | 
have fled 
«© When thy guilt firſt had cauſe ; ,9 for dire revenge 
Is up, and raging for my friend. He groans ! 
Hark, how he groans ! his ſcreams are in my ears 
Already ; ſee, they've {ix'd him on the wheel, 
And now they tear him—Murder ! Perjur'd ſenate ! 
Murder—Oh !— Hark thee, traitrefs, thou haſt done 
this ! 
Thanks to thy ends, and falſe perfuading love. 
How her eyes ſpeak ! Oh, thou bewitching creature ! 
gt: [ Fumbling for his dagger. 
Madneſs can't hurt thee. Come, thou little trem- 
ps bl er, 
Creep even into-my heart, and there lie fafe ; 
"Tis thy own citadel—Hah—yet ftand off. 
Heay'n. muſt haye juſtice, © and my broken yows 
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_&* Will fink me elſe beneath its reaching my” 
_ _ P'll wink, and then 'tis done—— - 
Bel. What means the lord 
Of me, my life, and love? What's in thy boli, 
Thou graſp'ſ at ſo ? © Nay, why am I thus treated ? 
[Draws the dagger and offers to ftab her. 
has © What wilt thou do??? Ah! do not kill me, Jaffer : 
« Pity theſe panting breaſts, and trembling limbs, 
« That us'd to claſp thee when ef looks were 
". " anider, 
« That yet hang heavy on my unpurg d ſoul ; 
« And plunge it not into eternal darkneſs. 
Faf. Know, Belvidera, when we payed laſt, | 
I gave this dagger with thee, as in truſt, 
To be thy portion if I e*er prov'd falſe. -- F206: 
On ſuch condition, was my truth believ'd : 
But now 'tis forfeited, and muſt be paid for. 
|  SUt{t23 | [Offer to flab her again. 
Bel. Oh! Mercy! Week 6 pit 6 Kneeling. 
Faf. Nay, no frogpling. 
_ Bel. Now then, kill me, 
 [ Leaps on his nech, and hifſes bi. 
While thus I cling about thy cruel neck, 
Kiſs thy revengeful lips, and die in joys 
Greater then any I can gueſs hereafter. 
Faf. I am, I am, a'coward, witneſs Heav' 0, 
_ . Witneſs it, earth, and every being witneſs : | 
Tis but one blow ! yet by immortal love, 
] cannot longer bear a thought to harm thee. | 
[He throws away the dagger, and embraces ber.] 
The ſeal of Providence is ſure upon thee; 
And thou wert born for yet unheard-of wonders, 
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Oh ! thou wert either born to ſave-or damn me, L 
By all the power that's given me o'er my ſoul, 

By thy reſfiſtleſs tears and conquering miles, . 

&* By the victorious love, that ſtill waits on thee " 
Fly to thy cruel father, ſave my friend, Foes £5" 
Or all our future quiets loſt for ever. 600 
Fall at his feet, cling round his'revirend knees, 
vpeak to. him with thy eyes, and with thy tears, 
Melt his hard heart, and wake dead nature in him, 
Cruſh him in th' arms, tarture him with thy lt 
. nels ; | 

Nor till thy prayers are granted, fet him free, 
Put conquer him, as thou haſt conquer'd me. 
"1 | | [Exeunt. 


* >. —_ 7 


ACT TV. SCENE TL 


An tears in Priuli Haſs. Enter Brawl _ 


Priul, | 


War, cruel Heav'n, have my-.unhappy days, 
Been lengthen'd to this ſad one? Oh ! diſhonour 
And deathleſs infamy is fallen upon me. 

Was it my fault ? Ama I a traitor? No. 
| But then, my only child, my daughter wedded ; 
There my beſt blood runs WTO and a diſeaſe 
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Incurable has ſeiz*d upon my memory, | 

To make it rot and Rink to after-ages. 

< Curſt be the fatal minute when 1'got her ; 

&« Or wou'd that I'd beet any- thing but man, 

6 And rars'd an iſſue which would ne'er have wrong'd 
me. | | | 

© The miſerable creatures (man , 

&« Are not the lefs'eſteem'd, tho? their poſterity 

«© Degenerate from the virtnes'6f their fathers : 

© The vileſt beaſts are happy in'their offspring, 

& While only man gets traitors, whores, and villains. 

_ * Curs'd be the Sn; and foe _—_ blow from 

fide > 
« Lay this head deep, where mine may be forgonen. 


Enter Be LVIDERA, in a ur mourning weil, 


Bel. He's there, my father, my inhuman ſinker, | 
That for three years has left an only child 20 
Expos'd to all the outrages of fate, 
And cruel ruim f=ohanan 

| Pri, What child of ſorrow _ 

_ Art. thou, that'comeſt wrapt in weeds of fadneſs, \ 
And mov'ſt as if thy ſteps were tow'rds a grave ? 
Bel. A wretch who' from the very top of happi- 
neſs 
Am falPn into the loweſt Apts of miſery, | 
And want your pitying hand to raiſe me up again. _ 
&« Pri. Indeed - thou talk"ſt as thou Eg taſted | 


ſorrows ; 


© Would I could help thee ! 
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« Bel. Tis greatly in your power : 
*+* The world too fpeaks you charitable ; and 1, 
** Who ne'er alk*'d alms before, in that dear hope, 
« Am come a begging to F-oa Sir. 
++ For what ? 
«< Bel, Oh! well ord me, is whis Face a range 
one ? 
* Conſider too, when beggars once pretend | 
« A caſe like mine, no little will content *em.”” 
Pri. What would*ſt thou beg for? 
Bel. Pity and fargiveneſs. {Throws uþ her veil, 
\ By the kind tender names of child and father, 41 
Hear my complaints, and take me to s your love, 
Pri, My daughter! 
Bel. Yes, your daughter, © by a mother 
« Virtuous and-noble, faithful to your honour, 
<«« Obedient to your will, kind to-your wiſhes, 
« Dear to your arms. By all the joys ſhe gave you, 
« When in her vlootung pu” the was your trea- 
| - farep.. ©: 
* « Look kindly on me? In my face behold 
{« 'The lineaments. of her's you've kiſs'd fo often, 
&« Pleading the cauſe of your poor cait-off child. 
*« Pri, Thou art my dauylater: 
« Bel. Yes” —and you've oft told me, 
With ſmiles of love and chaſte paternal kiſſes, 
Pd much reſemblance of my os | 
i Pre. Ob! 
«© Had'ſt thou inherited her matchleſs virtues, 
« Pad been too bleſs'd. 
« Bel.. Nay, do not call to memory 
«+ My diſobedience ; but let pity enter + 
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« Into your heart, and quite deface-th* impreſſions 
« For could you think how mine' s ONT'S what 
- Jadnels, '- ire; 
«« Fears and deſpairs diftra& the peace within P OY 
_ « Oh! yeu would take me in your dear, dear arms, 
« Hoyer with frong compaſſion o'er your young 
| ones. > 
«To ſhelter me with a proteQing wing 
« From the black gather'd _ that's « ju, juſt | 
| breaking. 
Pri. Dan't talk thus. 
Bel. Yes, I muſt; and you muſt hear t t00. 
I have a huſband. 
Pri. Damn him. Trtoaoh 
Bel. Oh! donotcurſehimgz 
He would not ſpeak ſo hard a word towards you 
On any terms, howe'er he deals with me. 
Pri, Ha! what means my child? | 
 « Bel. Oh! there's but this ſhott moment | 
« *T'wixt me and fate : yet ſend me not with curſes 
«« Down to my grave afford me one kind bleſſing 
«« Before we part : juſt take me in your arms, 
« And 'recommend-me with a prayer to Heav'n, 80, 
«« 'That I may die in peace z and when I'm dead=— 
« Pri, How my ſoul's catch'd! *'- 
« Bel. Lay me, I beg you, lay me 
«« By the dear aſhes of my tender TEN | | 
6 She would have pity'd me, had fate yet ſpar'd her. 
&« Pri. By Heav'n, my aching heaet forebodes muck 
miſchief ! | 
| 6 Tell me thy ſtory, for I'm Rill thy father, 
« * Bel, No ; ; P'm.contented, , + | 
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66 Pri. Speak, 
. « Bel. No matter. 
& Pri, Tell me : 
_ « By yon bleſs'd Heav'n, my heart 1 runs o'er r with 
fondneſs. | 
« Bel, Oh! 
wy Pri, Utter't. 


Bel. Oh! my huſband, my Fea huſband, 
Carries a dagger 1n his once kind boſom, 
To pierce the heart of your poor Belvidera. | 
Pri, Kill thee! wy 
| Bil. Yes, kill me. Wheri he paſy'd his faith: | * 
| And covenant againſt your ſtate and ſenate, 106 
He gave me up a hoſtage for his truth : E720 
With me a dagger and a dire commiſhon, 
Whene'er he fail'd, to plunge it thro' this boſom. 
T learnt the danger, choſe the hour of love _ 
T” attempt his heart, and bring it back to honour. 
Great love prevail'd, and bleſs'd me with ſacceſs ! 
He came, confeſs'd, betray'd his deareſt friends- 
| Forpromis'd mercy: Now they're doom'd to ſuffer, 
_ Gall'd with remembrance of what then was ſworn, 
If they are Joſt, he vows t? appeaſe the gods 


With this poor life, and make my blood th” atone- 
mentz 


Pri, Heav'ns! 
« Bel. Think you ſaw what paſs'd at our laſt part- 
ing: | 
« Think you beheld him like a raging lion, 
« Pacing the earth, and tearing up his ſteps, , 
« Fate in his eyes, and roaring with the pain 
< Of burning fury : think you ſaw his one hand 


on 
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« Fix'd on my tMoat, whilſt the extended other 
«© Graſp'd a keen threat” ie dagger : ink 'twas 
| thus 
« We laſt erabrac'd, when, nents with revenge 
« He dragg'd me to the ground, and at my boſom 
« Preſented horrid death. Cry'd out, my friends, 
_* Where are my friends ? ſwore, wept, rag, threat- 
 en'd, lov'd, / | 
« For yet he lov'd, and that dear Jove preſerv'd me 
« To this laft trial of a father's pity. 
& I fear not death 3 but cannot bear a thought 
4 That that. dear hand ſhould do th' unfriendly of- 
| fce.”. 
If I was ever then your care, now hear me ; 
Fly to the ſenate, fave the promis'd lives 
Of his dear friends, ere mine be made the ſacrifice. 
Prj. Oh, my heart's comfort ! 5 5 131 
Bel, Will you not, my father ? 
Weep not, but anfwer me. 
Pri, By Heay'n 1 will. 
Not one of them but what ſhall be ma 
| Canſt thou forgive me all my follies paſt ? 
Fl henceforth be indeed a father ; never, 
Never more thus expoſe, but cheriſh thee, 
Dear as the vital warmth that feeds. my life, 139 
Dear as theſe eyes that weep in fondnels o'er thee : 
Peace to thy heart, Farewel. | 
Bel. Go, and remember, 
'Tis Belvidera' $ life her father pleads for. 
[ Exennt ſeverally. 
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Enter AnToN 10, 


CO Hock, hum, ha ! 


« Signor Priuli, my lord Priuli, my lord, my lord, 
« my lord. Now we lords love to call one another 
« by our titles. My lord, my lord, my lord, —Pox 
* on him, 1 am a lord as well as he. And fo let 
« him fiddle--1'll warrant him he's gone to the e- 
*« nate-houſe, and I'll be there too,. ſoon enough 
* for ſomebody. . Odd—here's a tickling ſpeech 
* about the plotz I'll prove there's a plot with a 
&« we adage I had it without book ; let me 
« ſee | | | 
« Moſt rev crend ſenators, 

* That there 1s a plot, furely by this time no man 
« that hath eyes or underſtanding in his head, will 
«« preſume to doubt ; *tis as plain as the light in the 
*« cucumber—no—hold there—cucumber does not 
«© come in yet—'tis as plain as the light in the ſun, 
« or as the man in the moon, even at noon-day. 
 « Tt is indeed, a pumpkin-plot, which, juſt as it 
<« was mellow, we have gathered, and now we have 
«« oathered it, prepared and drefled it, ſhall we throw 
<« it like a pickled cucumber out of the window ? No: 
« that it is not only 'a bloody, horrid, execrable, 
« damnable, and audacious plot : but it 1s, as I may 
« ſo ſay, a ſaucy plot: and we all know, moſt re- 
_« yerend fathers ; that which is ſauce for a gooſe is 
« ſ1uce for a gander : therefore, I ſay, as thoſe 
« blood-thirſty ganders of the conſpiracy would have 
« deſtroyed us geeſe of the ſenate, Jet us make haſte 
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* to deſtroy. them z ſo I humbly move for hanging— 

« Hah! hurry durry,—I thiak this will do ; though 
« I was ſomething out at firſt, about. £ hs ſun and the 
66 cucumber, 


Eo AQUILINA. 


c& & Aqdi. Good mprrow, ſonator... | EE 

« Ant. Nacky, my-dear Nacky 3 morrow, Nanky, = 
_ © odd I am very briſk, very merry, very pert, very 
« jovial—ha aa aa—kiſs me, Nacky ! how doſt thou 
« do, my little tory rory Lrumpet ? Kiſs me, I ſay, 
« hufly, kiſs me. | | 480 

« Aqui. Kiſs me, Nacky ! bang you, Sir magna | 
_«« hang you, vir. 
« Ant, Haity taity, 1s s it ſo lead! ? Withall my 
« heart, faith—#Hey, thei up go ve, Faith, hey—then 
&«& up.go we, dum dum derum dump. [ Singe, 

« Aqui. D1gnor. FRO | 

54 Ant.: dMadona:: . :-;;\, 

« Aqui. Do you intend to diein | your bed? 

** Ant. About threeſcote years hence much may be 
«« done, my dear. 

«* Aqui. You'll be hang'd, Gianat, 

* Ant, Hang'd, ſweet-heart, pr'ythee be quiet ; 
& « hang'd quoth-a; that's a merry coneeit with all my 
«* heart 3 why thou jok'R, Nacky ; thou art given to 
« joking, I'll ſwear. Well, I proteſt, Nacky, nay 1 
* muſt-proteſt, and will proteſt, that I love joking 
«« dearly. And 1 love thee for joking, and Þ'lI kiſs 
« thee for joking, and towſe thee for joking z and 
«« odd, I have a deviliſh mind to take thee aſide about 
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* that buſineſs for joking too, odd I have ; and Hey, 
** then up wwe go, dum dum derum dump. [ Sings. 
© Aqui. See you this, Sir? [Draws a Dagger. 
* Ant. O laud, a dagger! Oh, laud! it is na- 
« turally my averſion, I cannot endure the fight 
*< on't; hide it for Heaven's ſake ; I cannot look 
< that way till it be gone—hide it, hide it, oh! oh! 
* hide 1t. 
xc" Aon. Yes, in your heart PU hide it. 
© Ant. My heart! what hide a dapper in my heart's 
blood! 
cc © Aqui. Yes, in thy heart, thy throat, thou pam- 
_ pra denly  - 
« Thou haſt help'd to ſpoil my peace, and ll have 
_ vengeance 
_ « On thy curs'd life, for all the bloody ſenate, 
* The perjur'd faithlels ſenate. Where's my lord, 
«« My happineſs, my love, my god, my hero, 
<« Doom'd by thy accurſed tongue, among the reſt, 
«© T” a ſhameful rack? By all the rage that's in me, 
«« T'Il'be whole years in murdering hes. -.-- 
« Ant. Why, Nacky, | 
«« Wherefore ſo paſſhonate? What have 1 done ? 
«« What's the matter, my dear Nacky ? Am not I thy 
_ <« love, thy happineſs, thy lord, thy hero, thy ſenator, . 
*« and every thing in the world, Nacky? 421 
« Aqui. Thou! think'ſt a thou art fit to mect 
my joys: ___ 
«« To bear the eager claſps of my |erabraces ? 


« Give me my Pierre, or— 
| "ae 
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« Ant. Why, he's to be hang'd, little Nacky ; 
« 'Truſs'd up for treaſon and fo forth, child. 
* Aqui. Thou ly't ; ſtop down thy throat that 
| | helliſh ſentence, | 
_ &* Or *tis thy laft : ſwear that my love ſhall live, 
«© Or thou art dead. 
_« An. Ah! hhhb. 
___ * Aqui. Swearto recall his doom ; 
«« Swear at my feet, and tremble at my fury. 
« Ant. I do! Now if ſhe would but kick a little 
6 0Þ was one kick now, Ah! hh h. 
_ & Aqui. Dwear or— | 
« Ant. I do by theſe dear fragrant foots and little 
« toes, ſweet asecc e, my — OR Nacky, 
« faith and troth. | 
« Aqui: How! 439 
*« Aut. Nothing but untie thy FRO: a little, 
_ «* that's all, that's all, as T hope to live, Nacky, that's 
& wn all. 

« Aqui. Nay, then | 
_« Ant. Hold; hold; thy love, thy lord, thy hero, 
«« ſhall be preſerv'd and ſafe. 
 * Aqui. Or may this poniard 

_ *« Ruſt in thy heart. 

46 A, With all my foul, _ 
* Aqui. Farewel. [Ein 
 « Ant. Adievw. Why, what a dy -eaiaded, in- 
« veterate, termagant ſtrumpet, have 1 been plagued 
« witht Oh!hh! Yet no more! nay, then 1 die, 
&« I die—T'm dead already.? . [Stretohes himſelf out. 
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SCENE a. 


A Cardin. Enter Jayrinn. 


Faf. Final deſtruftion ſeize on all the wot 
Bend down ye heav'ns, and ſhutting round this earth, 
Cruſh the vile globe into its firſt confuſion ; 

« Scorch it. with elemental flames to one curg*d cin- 
"ns COTE 

& And all us little creepers in't, call'd men, 

© Burn, burn to nothing : but let Venice burn, 

« Hotter than all the reſt : Here kindle hell, 460 

. «© Ne'er to extingutſh and let ſouls hereafter 

© Groan here, in all thoſe pans which mine feels 


s now." 
Enter BELVIDERA. | 
Bel. My "CP [ Meeting him. 
af. My plagne—— [Turning from her. 
Bel. Nay, then 1 ſee my ruin. 
If I muſt die! 


 & Faf. No, death's this tay too buſy ; 

« Thy father's ill-tim'd mercy came too late. 

<« I thank thee for thy labours though; and him too : 
<« But all my poor, betray'd, unhappy friends, 
< Have ſummons to prepare for fate's black hour ; ; 

« And yet I live. | 
F 2 
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> Bel. Then be the next my doom : 
< I fee, thou haſt paſs'd my ſentence in thy heart, 
« And I'll no longer weep, or plead againſt it, 
« But with the humbleſt, moſt obedient. patience, 
« Meet thy dear hands and kiſs 'em when they wound 
| me. 
& Indeed I'm willing, but 1 beg thee do it 
** With ſome remorſe and when thou giv'ſ the 
blow, | ; 
« View me with eyes of a aw love, > RY 
© And ſhew me Pity, for *twill ſweeten cond 
_ «© af. Shew pity to thee! 
«© Bel. Yes; and when thy hands, 
« Charg'd with my fate, come trembling to the deed, 
« As thou haſt 7 ad a thouſand thouſand times 
« To this poor breaſt, when kinder rage hath brought 
thee, 
«« When our ſtung hearts have leap'd to meet each 
| other, 
 « And melting kiffes ſeal'd our ir lips together ; 
« When j Joys have left me gaſping in thy arms : 
©« So let my death come now, and I'll not ſhrink 
from*t.”? 
 Faf. Nay, Belvidera, do not bs my Ty 
Nor let the thoughts of death perplex thy fancy ; 
But anſwer me to what I ſhall demand, 
With a firm temper and unſhaken ſpirit. 
| Bel. 1 will, when I've done weeping— 
af. Fie, no more on't : 
How long is't ſince that miſerable day 
We wedded firſt, 
B-l, Oh! hh! 
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Faf. Nay, keep in thy tears 50@ 
_ Left they unman me too. 
Bel. Heav'n knows I cannot 
The words you utter ſound ſo very ſadly, 
The ftreams will follow— 
 Faf. Come, I'll kiſs *em dry then. 
Bel. But was't a miſerable day ? 
Jaf. A curs'd one. 
Bel. 1 thought it otherwiſe ; and you'\ ve often 
ſworn, REY 
_ © In the tranſporting hours of warmeſt love, 
«© When ſure you ſpoke the truth, you") 've ſworn,” 
| you bleſs'd it. 
Faf. *'Twas a raſh oath. 
Bel. Then why am 1 not curs'd too? 
Zaf. No, Belvidera ; by th' eternal truth, 
I doat with too much fondacke 
Bel. Still ſo kind |! 
Stul then do you love me? _. 
Faf. © Nature in her workings, 
& Inclines not with more ardour to creation, 
« Than I do now towards thee ;" Man ne'er was 
bleſs'd, 
Since the firſt pair met, as I Tiſ been. 520 
Bel. Then ſure you will not curſe me? 
Faf.. No, I'll bleſs thee. 
I came on purpoſe, Belvidera, to bleſs thee, 
*Tis now, I think, three years, we've liv'd together. 
Bel. And may no fatal minute ever part us, 
Till, reverend grown for age and love, we go 
Down to one grave, as our laft bed, together ; 
"There ſleep in peace, till an eternal morning. 
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«« Jaf. When will that be ? [Siphing 
« Bel. I hope, long ages hence. 
« Jaf. Have I not hitherto, (I beg thee tell me 
« Thy very fears) us*d thee with tender'{t fove ? 
<< Did cer my ſoul riſe up in wrath againft thee 3 
_ «« Did I &er frown when Belvidera fmil'd ? 
«« Or by the leaſt unfriendly word, betray 
« Abating paſhon ? have I ever wrong'd thee ? 
wo RO 
« Taf. Has my heart, or have my eyes, cer wan- 
der'd 
« To any other woman ? 
<< Bel. Never, never—I were the worſt of falſe 
« | ones, ſhould I accuſe thee. 540 
« T own, I've been too happy, bleſs'd above MI 
« My ſex's charter.” 
Faf. Did I not ſay, I came to bleſs thee ? o 
Bel. You did. 
Faf. Then hear me, bounteous Heav'n : = 
| Pour down your bleſſings on this beauteous head, 
Where everlaſting ſweets are always ſpringing, 
With a continual giving hand : let peace, 
Honour, and ſafety, always hover round her ; 
Feed her with plenty ; Tet her eyes ne'er fee 
A fight of ſorrow, nor her heart know mourning ? 
Crown all her days with joy, her nights with reft, 
Harmlefs as her own thoughts ; and prop her vir- 
tue, 
To bear the loſs of one that too much lov'd ; 
And comfort her with patience in our parting. 
_ Bel. How! ? Parting, parting ! 
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Taf. Yes, for ever parting z 
I have ſworn, Belvidera, by yon heav'n, 
"That beſt can tel] how much I loſe to leave thee , 
We part this hour for ever. 560 
Bel. O! call back RS 
Your cruel bleſſing ; ſtay with me and curſe me. 
« 7af. No, *tis reſolv'd. 
« Bel. Then hear me too, juſt Heay*n : 
« Pour down your curſes on this wretched head, 
_ « With never-ceaſing vengeance ; let deſpair, 
« Danger and infamy, nay all, ſurround me; _ 
« Starve me with wantings ; let my eyes ne'er ſee 
« A ſight of comfort, nor my heart know peace : ' 
* But daſh my days with ſorrow, nights with hort ors, 
« Wild as my own thoughts now, and let looſe fury, 
© To make me mad enough for what I loſe, 
« Tf I muſt loſe him. If I muſt? I will 1 not. 
« Oh! turn and hear me?” 
Jaf. Now hold, heart, or never. 
Bel. By all the tender days we've liv'd ogiteer; 
« By all our charming nights, a and j wy that crown'd 
| | *em, ” 
Pity my fad condition; ſpeak, but ſet, 
Jaf. Oh!hh! 
Bel. By theſe arms, that now cling round thy 
neck, 

« By this dear kiſs, and by ten thouſand more,” | 
By theſe poor ſtreaming eyes— | 582 
Faf. Murder ! . unhold me : kN 

By th' immortal deſtiny that doom'd me 
[Draws his dogger. 
To this curs'd minute, I'll not live one longer ; 
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Reſolve to let me go, or ſee me fall 
_«« Bel. Hold, Sir, be patient.” - 

Faf. Hark, the diſmal bell | Paſſing Bell tolls. 
Tolls out for death ! I muſt attend its call too ; 

_ For my poor friend, my dying Pierre, expects me : 
He ſent a meffage to require I'd fee him 
Before he dy'd, and take his laſt forgiveneſs, 

_ Farewel, for ever. 

Bel. Leave thy dagger with me, _ 
Bequeath me fomething—Not one kiſs at parting ; 
Oh! my poor heart,, when wilt thou break ? 

[ Going out, looks back at him. 
Jafe Yet tay : 


We have a child, as yet a tender infant ; 
Be a kind mother to him when I'm gone ; 
Breed him in virtue, and the paths of honour, 600 
But never let him know his: father's ſtory ; 
I charge thee, guard him from the wrongs my fate 
May do his future fortune, or his name, 
 Now—nearer yet— [ Approaching each other. 
_ Oh! that my arms were rivetted . 
Thus round thee ever ! But my friend ! my oath ! 
This, and no more. [ Kiſſes her. 
Bel. Another, ſure another, 
For that poor little one you've ta'en ſuch care of, 
I'll giv*t him truly. 2 . 
 Taf. So now farewel. 
| Bel. For ever? 


Faf. Heav'n knows for ever; al good angels guard 
thee. [ Ext. 


Bel. All ill ones ore had charge of 1 me this mo- 
ment: | | 
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Curs'd be my days, and doubly curs'd my nights, 
&* Which I muſt now mourn out in widow'd tears ; 
© Blaſted be every herb, and fruit, and tree ; 

« Curs*d be the rain that falls upon the earth, 
© And may the general curſe reach man and beaſt.” 


Oh ! give me daggers, fire or water : = O30 
| How I could bleed, how burn, how drown, the 
waves | yy, 


Huzzing and booming round my ſinking head. 
Till I deſcended to the peaceful bottom ! 

Oh! there's all quiet, here all rage and fury : 
The air's too thin, and pierces-my weak brain 

_ I long for thick ſubſtantial ſleep : Hell ! hell! 
Burſt from the centre, rage and roar aloud, 

1f thou art half ſo hot, ſo mad as I am. 


&« Enter Parouy, and Servants. 


oo « Who s there? [ T hey PM her. 
& Prj. Run, ſeize, and bring her ſafely home ; 
© Guard her as you would life : Alas, poor creature ! 

« Bel. What to my huſband ! then conduRt me 
quickly ? 
« Are all things ready; Shall we die moſt goriouſy? 
« Say not a word of this to my old father : | 
« Murmuring ſtreams, ſoft Os; and qpringing 
flowers |! 
« Lutes, laurels, ſeas of milk, and ſhips of amber. 
[ Exennt. 
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SCENE 111. 


_ Opening, diſcovers a ſcaffold, and a wheel prepared for 
the Execution of PizrRE ; then enter officer, Pitrre, 
and Guards, * a Friar,” "ery" and Ps 
Rabble. 


6 Off. Room, room thete—fland all Wo ak 
.. * room for the priſoner.” 
_ Pier. My ftiend not come yet?. | Ts 
« Fri, Why are you ſo obſtinate? 646 
« Pizr. Why you ſo troubleſome, that a poor 
| wretch can't die in peace, 
| © But you, like ravens, will be croaking round him— 
ﬆ« Fre. Yet Heav'n | 
« Pier. I tell thee, Heav'n and I are friends : 
<« ] ne'er broke peace with't yet, by cruel murders, 
« Rapine, or perjury, or vile deceiving z 
« But liv'd in moral juſtice towards all men : 
« Nor am a foe to the moſt ſtrong believers, 
« Howe'er my own ſhort-fighted faith confine me. 
©. Fri. But an all-feeing judge—— | 
 & Pier. You ſay my conſcience 
« Muſt be my accuſer ; I have ſfearch'd that con- 
X ſcience, 
%* And find no records there of crimes that ſcare me. 
« Fri, ”Tis ſtrange, you ſhould want faith. 
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« Pier. You want to lead 
<< My reaſon blind-fold, like a hamper'd lion, 
&« Check'd of it's nobler vigour ; then when baited 
66 Down, to obedient tameneſs, make it couch 
_ * And ſhew Range ticks, which you call ſigns of 
__ faith: 
« So ſilly ſouls are gull d, and you get money. 660 
« Away; no more. Captain, 1'd haye hereafter 
< This fellow write no. lies.of my conyerſion, _ 
© Becauſe he has crept upon may troubled hours.” 


— Enter JAFFIER. 
Faf. Hold : eyes be dry ; 
Heart, ſtrengthen me to bear 
This hideous fight, and humble me, to ke 
The laft forgiveneſs of a dying friend, 
Betray'd by my vile Rood, to his ruin. 
Oh, Pierre ! 
Pier, Yet nearer. 
|  TFaf. Crawling on my knees, 
And preftrate on the earth, let me approach thee : | 
How ſhall I look up to thy injur'd face, as 
"That always us'd to ſmile with friendſhip on me ? p De 
It darts an air of {6' much manly virtue, Sa 
That I, methinks, look little in thy ſight, 
And ſtripes are fitter for me, than embraces. 
Pier. Dear to my arms, tho” thow'ſt undone my 
fame, 
I can't forget to love thee. Pr'ythee, Jaffier, By 
Forgive that filthy blow my paſſion dealt thee ; 
I'm now preparing for the land of peace, 


3 
"ys 
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And fain would have the charitable wiſhes 2 
Of all good men, like thee, to bleſs my journey. 
Jaf. Good! I am the vileſt edparanteg wer than 
wee” + 2 

| Suffer'd the ſhameful fate thou'rt going to taſte of: 

« Why was I ſent for to be us'd thus kindly ?. 

&« Call, call me villain, as I am ! deſcribe 

« The foul complexion 'of my hateful deeds : 

« Lead me to th? rack, and Rretch me in thy ſtead, 

« I've crimes enongh to give it it's full load, ; 

* And doit credit : thou wilt but ſpoil the uſe on't. 

& And honeſt men hereafter bear its figure | 

* About them, as a charm from treacherous friend- 

TG ſhip.” a. - | 

Oi. The time grows ſhort, your friends are dead 
already. 

Faf. Dead! _. 

Pier. Yes, dead, Jaffer; they' ve all died like men 
too, 

Worthy their character, 

Faf. And what muſt I do? _ 

Pier. Oh, Jaffier!. FS 

Taf. Speak aloud thy burthen'd Gd 
And tell thy troubles to thy tortur'd friend. 

Pier. Friend! Could'ſt thou yet be a friend, a ge- 

- nerous friend, | | 
1 might hope. comfort from thy noble forrows. WE 
Heav'n knows, I want a friend.” we 

 Faf. And:I a kind one, | i 
That would not thus ſcorn my repenting virtue, - 
Or think when he s todie, my thoughts are idle, 0 
Pier, No! live, I charge thee, Jafner. ; 


yy 


-_ 


-- 
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af. Yes, I will live: 7 | 
But it ſhall be to ſee thy fall reveng's- 
At ſuch arate, as Venice long ſhall groan for. 
Pier. Wilt thou ? 
af. I will, by Heav'n. 2:6 
Pier. Then ſtill thou*rt noble, | 
And I forgive thee. Oh !—yet—ſhall I truſt thee ? Y 
Zaf. No; Pve been falſe already. 
Pier. Doſt thou love me? , | 
Jaf. Rip up my heart, and ſatisfy FRY doubtings. 
| Pier, Curſe on this weakneſs. [He aweeps. © 
af. Tears! Amazement! Tears! 
I never {aw thee melted thus before ; | 
And know there's ſomething labouring in thy boſom, | 
That muſt have vent: Tho? Pm a villain, tell me. 
Pier. See'ſt thou that engine ? 


[ Pointing to the Wheel, 
Faf. Why? 


Pier. 1s't fit a foldier, who has liv'd als honour, 

Fought nation's quarrels, and been crown'd with CcOn- 
queſt, | 
Be expos'd a common carcaſe on a wheel: ? 

Taf. Hah! 

Pier. Speak ! 1st fitting | ? 

Taf. Fitting ! 

Pier. Yes ; is't fitting ? 

Faf. What's to be done ? 

Pier. 1'd have thee undertake | 
Something that's noble, to preſerve my memory 
From the diſgrace that's ready to attaint it. | 

Offi. The day grows late, Sir. | 
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Pier. I'll make hafte. Oh, Jaffier! \ 
| Tho" thou'ſt betray'd me, do me ſome way juſtice. > 
TJaf. No more of that: thy wiſhes ſhall be ſatisfied 
| I have a wife, and ſhe ſhall bleed : my child t00, 
— Yield up his little throat, and = 
© "8 gyenls thee—— 
bens Tg [Going « aways Pierre Jolds him. 
Fir. No—this—no'more. {He hifpers Jaffier. 
Faf. Hah! is't then fo? Ns 
© Pier. Moſt certainly. | 
- Faf. PI] do it. 
Pier. Re member. 
Offi. Sir. 
_ Pier. Come, now 'm es 
{He and Jather atend the ſcafſeld. 
Captain, you ſhould be a gentlenian of honour ; 
| Keep off the rabble that I may have room. 
— To entertain my fate, and die with decency. 
| Come. 
f Takes of bis gown, exeruttoner prepares to meet f him. 
« Fri. DON. 
« Pier. Hence, tempter. 
« Offi. Stand off, prieſt. | | 
« Pier. 1 thank you, Sir.” [ To the Officer. 
You'll think on't ? [To Jafher. 
af. *Twon't grow ſtale before to-morrow. 
Pier. Now, Jaffier ! now I'm going. irs 


E Encoutioner ”— bound him, 
| Thou honeſt heart, then—here -  [Stabs him. 
And this is well too.  _ [ Stabs himſelf. 


&« Fr;, Damnable deed !”? 
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Pier. Now thou haft indeed been Faithful, 
This was done an aphdd e have deceiv'd the ſenate.” | 
Fo. Bravely. ah 
Pur. Ha, ha, ha——oh ! oh ! WOE. * [Dis 
Faf. Now, ye curs'd rulers, Ny 
Thus of the blood y'*ave ſhed, I make libation 
And fprinkle it mingling. May it reft upon you, 
And all your race. Be henceforth peace a ſtranger 
Within your walls ; let plagues and famine waſte 
Your generation—Oh, poor Belvidera! 
Sir, I have a wife, bear this in ſafety to her, 
A token that with my dying breath I bleſs'd her, 
And the dear little infant left behind me. | 
I'm ftek—— I'm quiet.  [ Dies. 
« Offi Bear this news to the ſenate, | 
«& And guard their bodies, till there's further orders, 
_ *« Heay'ngrant [I die ſo well.” [Scene - ſbuts upon them. 


Soft Muſic. Enter BELviDERA di rated led by two f 


her Women, Pz&1vu1 and Servants. 


Pri, Strengthen her heart with patience, pitying 
Heav'n. 


Bel. Come, come, come, come, come, nay, come 
to bed. 


Pr'ythee, my love. The winds ; hark how. they 
= whiſtle; 

And the rain beats: Oh! how the weaker ſhrinks 
| me! | 
You are angry now, who cares ? Piſh, no indeed, 
Chufe then ; I fay you ſhall not go, you ſhall not ; 
_ Whip your ill-nature ; get you gone then ; Oh !- 
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Are you return'd ? See, father, here he's come again : 

Am l to blame to love him? O, thou dear one, ++ 

Why do you fly me ? Are you angry till then ? 

Jaffier, where art thou ? father why do you do thus ? 

'Dtand off, don't hide him from r me. He' e's here ſome- 
where. _ 

Stand off, I ſay : What gone? RIGS Yr con: 

1 may revenge myſelf for this trick, one day. 

PII do't—P'Il do't. © Renault's a naſty fellow z ; 

& Hang him, hang him, "0 Dos. 


Pri. News, what news? OY Ee ON. 
: = [ Officer whiſpers Priali. 
Off. Moſt ſad, Sir; OY: 
Jaffier, upon the ſcaffold, to prevent 
A ſhameful death, ſtabb'd Pierre, and next himſelf; 
Both fell together. 
Pri. Daughter. 
| Bel. Ha! look there! 
My huſband bloody and his friend too ! Murder! 
Who has done this ? Speak to me, thou fad viſion : 
| On theſe poor trembling knees I beg it. Vaniſh'd— 
Here they went down—Oh, Pl dig, dig the den up! 
You ſhan't delude me thus. Hoa, Jafher,-Jafher. 
Peep up, and give me but a look. I have him ! 
I've got him, father: Oh! * now how Pl ſmuggle 
"7." ham 7” | 
My love! my dear! my Leſſing! help me ! help m@! 
They have hold on me, and drag me to the bottom. 
Nay—now they pull jo hard—farewel= [| Diez. 
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«© Maid. She's dead ; 
« Breathleſs and dead.” 
Pri, Oh; guard me from the ſight on't. 
Lead me into ſome place that's fit for mourning : 
Where the free air, light, and the chearful ſun, 
May never enter : hang it round with black : 
Set up one taper, that may laſt a day, 
As long as I've to live ; and there all leave me , 
Sparing no tears, when you this tale relate, 


But bid all cruel fathers dread my fate. 
[Exeunt Omness 


s done, and now for appliclitiant, 

| And when that's ended, paſs your Re , ? -» 
Though the Conſpiracy's prevented here 

Methinks I ſee another hatching ther s* a | | 

And there's a certain faftion fain would _ Es /* 

If they had ſtrength enough, and damn we ad 1 = 

But this the author bid me boldly Wh 

If any take this plainneſs in ill part,” 

He's glad on't from the bottom of | bir | ea M 

Poets in honour of the truth Jha + 

With the ſame ſpirit hte irs 

And though againſt him cauſe) hatreds riſe, 

And daily where he goes ofa: 

The ſcowls of ſullen and'revengeful eyes 5 

"Tis what he knows, with much contempt, to bear, 

And ſerves a cauſe tog good to let him fear. 

| He fears no poiſon from an incens'd drab, 

No ruffian's five-foot fevord, nor raſcal's ſlab ; 

Nor any other ſnares of miſchief laid, 

Not a Roſe-Alley cudgel ambuſcade, 

From any private cauſe where malice reigns, 

Or general pique all blackheads have to braing ; 

Nothing ſhall daunt his pen, when truth does call, 

No, not the * piflure-mangler at Guildhall. 


* He that cut the Duke of York's pitture. 


| ard, and their =; begins ;_ 
ted while that prince s s figure they | face, > 


—_— 0: * Hs they before bad maſſacred his name, = 
-  — Duft their baſe fears but look him in the face, wo 

= * ' Theyduſe hu perſon as they' ve us'd his-f . 

np 4 face in which fuch lineaments thev read *> FTE. 
x» eat martyr*s;. whoſe Ach blood te | 
___  T hat their rebellious hate t fullretain, | REY : 
- And in his ſon would murder him again, 

K. Wuby rgnation then ney benk.. | 
.__  Rouze and unite, to tele ce 4; bs 
V > pH_ * And ſongs U  erimondh wes him ar he ane oe 
Till Heav'n his honour abd our ers | 

% 2 *% 
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